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EPISTLE I. 
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L A D Y. 



Occafiened ty the Arrival o/Heh Royal 
Highnesi, 



3JMggjJM?JNl ADAM, to all your cenfures I fubmit, 
m'^ra And frankly own I fliould long Curt 

U .V'ou toWme, filcacc would be thought ft 
"crime, ■ 
And kindly ftrovc to teaze me Into rhyme , 

fit Nb 



4 EFTS T L E S.' 

No more let trifling themes your Mufe employ, 
Nor lavifh verfe to paint a female toy : 
No more on plains with rural damfels fport, 
But fmg the glories of the Britijh court. 

By your commands and inclination fway'd, 
I calTd th' unwilling Mufes to my aid ; 
Refolv'd to write, the noble theme I chofe, 
And to the Princefs thus the Poem rofe. 

Aid me, bright Phoebus ; aid, ye /acred Nine ; 
Exalt my Genius, and my *ver/e refine. 
My ft rains 'with Carolina's name I grace, 
The lovely parent of our royal race. 
Breathe /oft, ye winds, ye 'waves in Jilence Jleep ; 
Let pro/porous breezes wanton o*er the deep, 
Swell the white /ails, and 'with the /reamers play, 
To t wa/t her gently o'er the watry way. 

Here I to Neptune form'd a pompousjpray'r, 
To rein the winds, and guard the royal Fair ; 
Bid the blue Tritons found their twilled (hells, 
And call the Nereids from their pearly cells. 
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EPISTLES. 5 

Thus my warm zeal had drawn the Mufe along, 
Yet knew no method to conduct her fong : 
I then refolv'd fome model to purfue, 
Perus'd French Criticks, and began anew. 
Long open panegyrick drags at bell, 
And praife is only praife when well addrefs'd. 

Straight Horace fcr fome lucky Ode I fought, 
And all along I trac'd him thought by thought : 
This new performance to a friend I fhow'd ; 
For fhame, fays he, what, imitate an Ode ! 
I'd rather ballads write, and Grubflreet lays, 
Than pillage Cafar for my patron's praife : 
One common fate all imitators ftiare, 
To fave mince-pies, and cap the grocer's ware. 
Vex'd at tjie charge; I to the flames commit 
Rhymes, fimilies, Lords names, and ends of wit ; 
In blotted ilanzas (craps of Odes expire, 
And fuftian mounts in Pyramids of £re. 

Ladies, to you I next infcrib'd my lay, 
And writ a letter in familiar way : 
For ftill impatient till the Princefs came, 
You from defcription wiih'd to know the dame. 

B 3 Each 



6 EPIS-TLES. 

Each day my pleating labour larger grew. 
For ftill new graces openM to my view. 
Twelve lines ran on to introduce the theme, 
And then I thus purfu'd the growing fcheme. 

Beauty and wit were fure by nature joined, 

And charms art emanations if the mind*, 

The foul tranfpicrcing thro* the finning frame 9 

Forms all the graces of the Princely Dame : 

Benevolence her converfation guides, 

Smiles on her cheek, and in her eye refides. 

Such harmony upon her tongue is found, 

As foftens Englifh to Italian found: 

Yet in thofe founds fuch fentiments appear, 

As charm the Judgment, while they footh the ear. 

Religion's ehearful jfiame her} bofm/aHirms, 
Calms all her hours, -and lightens all her charms. 
Henceforth, ye fair, at chapel mind your/ prafrs^ 
Nor catch your Inters eyes with artful airs ; 
Refrain your looks, kneel more, and whi/per Jefs 
Nor moft devoutly critichu m drefs. - 

From her form all your characters of life, 
The tender, mother, and the faithful wife. 
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EPISTLES. 7 

Oft have I feen her little infant train, 

The lovely pronufe of a future reign ; 

Obferv*d with pleafure ev*ry dawning grace, 

And all the mother ofning in their face, 

The fon fball add new honours to the line, 

Jind early vutb -paternal virtues Jbine ; 

When he the tale of Audenard repeats, 

His little heart with emulation beats ; 

With conquefis yet to come his bofom glows, 

He dreams of triumphs and of vauqmpVd fins* 

Each year with arts Jhall fiore his rifning bram t .. 

And from bis Grandfire he Jhall learn to reign* 

Thus far I?d gone : Propitious rifing gaki 
Now bid the faflor hoift the fwelling fails. 
Fair Carolina lands ; the cannons roar, 
White Albion's cliffs refound from fhore to fliorc, 
Behold the bright original appear, 
AH praife is faint when Carolina's near. 
- Thus to the nation's joy, but PoetVcoft, 
The Princefs came, and my new plan was loft. 

Since all my Ichemes were balk'd, my lafi icfoit, 

I left the Mufes to ireouent the Court; 

B 4 Fenfivi 



8 EPISTLES. 

Penfive each night from room to room I walk'd, 
To one I bow'd, and with another talk'd ; 
Enquir'd what news, or fuch a Lady's name, 
And did the next day, and the next, the fajno. 
Places, I found, were daily giv'n away, 
And yet no friendly Gazette mention'd Gay. 
I afk'd a friend what method to purfue ; 
He cry'd, I want a place as well as you. 
Another afk'd me, why I had not writ ; 
A Poet owes his fortune to his wit. 
Straight I reply'd, With what a courtly grac*, 
Flows eafy verfe from him that has a place ! 
Had Virgil ne'er at court improv'd his drains, 
He dill ha3 fung of flocks and homely fwains ; 
And had not Horace fweet preferment found, 
The Roman lyre had never learnt to found. 

Once Ladies fair in homely guife I fung, 
And with their names wild woods and mountains rung. 
Ob, teach me now to ftrike a fofter ftrain ! 
The Court refines the language of the plain. 

You muft, cries one, the miniftry rehearfe, 

And with each Patriot's name prolong your verfe, 

Jut 
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But Tare this truth to Poets Ihould be known, 
That praiiing all alike, is praiiing none. 

Another told me, if I wifh'd fuccefs, 
To fome diflinguifhM Lord I muft addrefs ; 
One whofe high virtues fpeak his noble blood, 
One always zealous for his country's good ; 
Where valour and flrong eloquence unite, 
In council cautious, refolute in fight ; 
Whofe gen'rous temper prompts him to defend. 
And patronize the man that wants a friend. 
You have, 'tis true, the noble Patron mown, 
But J, alas ! am to Jrgyle unknown. 

Still ev'ry one I met in this agreed, 
That writing was my method to fucceed ; 
But now preferments fo poffefs'd my brain, 
That fcar'ce I could produce a fingle ftrain : 
Indeed I fometimes hammer'd out a line, 
Without connection as without defign. 
One morn upon the Princefs this I writ, 
An Epigram that boafts more truth than wit. 

B5 w* 
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The pomp of titles eajy faith might Jhakc, 
She /cont'd an empire for religion's fake : 
. For this, on earth, the Britifh crown was giv*n 9 
And an immortal crown .decreed in hcanin. 

Again, while GEORGE's virtues rais'd my thought, 
The following lines prophetick fancy wrought. 

Methinks Ifeefome Bard, whofe heavenly rage 
Shall rife in fing, and warm a future age ; 
Look back through time, and, rapt in wonder, trace 
The glorious feries of the Brunfwick race. 

From the firft George thefi godlike kings defcend, 
A line which only with the world Jhall end. 
The next a generous Prince renowridin arms, 
Andhlefs^d, long ble/s J d in Carolina 9 / charms ; 
From thefe the. reft. *Tis thus fecure in peace, 
We plow the fields, and reap the year*s increafe ; 
Now Commerce, wealthy Goddefs, rears her head. 
And bids Britannia V fleets their canvas ffread j 
Unnumbered Jhips the peopled ocean hide, 
And wealth returns with each revolving tide. 

7 4 * Here 
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Here paos'd the fallen Mufe, in hafte I dreft'd. 
And through the croud of needy conrtien prefi'd ; 
Though onfuccefcful, happy whilft I fee, 
Thofe eyes that glad a nation, flrinc on roe. 
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EPISTLE II. 

To the Right Honourable the 

Earl of BURLINGTON. 



A Journey to Exeter. 

HILE you, my Lord, bid (lately piles 

afcend, 
Or in your ChifiuUk bow'n enjoy youi 
friend -, 

Where Poft unloads the boughs within his reach, 
The purple vine, blue plum, and bluftiing peach ; 
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I journey far — You knew fat Bards might tire, 
And, mounted, fent me forth your trufty Squire*- 



'Twas on the day that cky dames repair 
To take their weekly dofe of Hide-Park air ; 
When forth we trot : no carts the road infeft, 
For ftill on Sundays country horfes reft. 
Thy gardens, Kenjington, we leave unfeen ; 
Through Hammerfmith jog on t&Turnham-grce* : 
That Tumham-green, which dainty pigeons fed, 
But feeds no more : for * Solomon is dead. 
Three dufty miles reach Branford's tedious town, 
For dirty ftreet, and white- leg'd cbickeiTs known : 
Thence o'er wide fhrubby heaths and furrow 'd lanes, 
We come, where Thames divides the meads of Slants* 
We ferry'd o'er ; for late the winter's flood 
Shook her frail bridge, and tore her piles of wood. 
Prepared for war, now Bag jhot~ Heath we crofs, 
Where broken gameftm oft' repair their lofs. 
At Hartley -Row the foaming bit we preir, 
While the fat landlord welcomed cw'ry gueft. 

s 

1 

- J 

* A man lately, famous for. feeding pigeons at Tumham- 
green. 

Supper 
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Sapper was ended, healths the ghfles crown* d, 
Our hoft extolled his wine at ey'ry round, 
Relates the Juftices late meeting there. 
How many books dusk, and what their cheer ; 
What Lords had been his gnefls in days of yore, 
And prais'd their wifilom much, their drinking more* 

Ltt travellers the morning vigils keep ; 
The morning rofe ; bat we lay fail aileep. 
Twelve tedious miles we bore the fukry fun, 
And Popbam-Lane was fcarce in fight by one : 
The ftraghng village harboured thieves of old, 
'Twas here the flage-coach'd lafs refign'd her gold ; 
That gold which had in L$ndtm purchased gowns, 
And fent her home a Belie to country towns. 
But robbers haunt no more the neighbouring wood \ 
Here unown'd infants find their daily food ; 
For fhould the maiden mother nurfe her Ion, 
'T would fpoil her match, when her good name is gone. 
Our jolly hoftefs nineteen children bore, 
Nor fail'd her breaft to fuckle nineteen more. 
Be juft, ye Prudes, wipe off the long arrear ; 
fie virgins ftiU in town, . but mothers here. 

SutttH 
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Sutton we pafs, and leave her fpacious down, 
And with the fetting fun reach StockbrMge town. 
O'er our parch'd tongue the rich metbegUn-glides, 
And the red dainty trout our knife divides. 
Sad melancholy ev'ry vifage wears ; 
What, no Ele&ion cetme m feven long years t 
Of ail our race of Mayors, iball Snow alone 
Be by Sir RUhan£* .dedication known ? 
Our ftreets no more with tides of ale (hall float, 
Nor cobkrs feaft three ycais -upon one voce. 

Next morn, twelve miles led o'er th' unbounded plain, 
Where the clpk'd ihephcrd guides his fleecy train. 
No leafy bow'rs a noonday flielter lend, 
Nor from the chilly dews at night defend : 
With wondrous art he counts the ftragting flock, 
And by the fun informs you what's o'clock. - 
How are our fhepfaerds faU'n from ancient day*? 
No ^Amaryllis chaunts akerngte lays ; 
From her no lift'ning echoes learn to fing, 
Nor with his reed the jocund valleys ring* 

Here fheep the pafture hide, there harvefb bend*, 
See Santm's fteeple o'er yon hill afcend * 

Our 
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Our horfes faintly trot, beneath the heat, 
And our keen ftomachs know the hour to eat. 
Who can forfake thy walls, and not admire 
The proud Cathedral, and the lofty fpire ? 
What fempftrefs hat not prov'd thy fciflars good ? 
From hence firfl came th' intriguing ridinghood. 
Amid * three boarding fchools well-ftock'd with miffes, 
Shall three knights errant ftarve for want of kifles ? 

O'er the green turf the miles Aide fwift away, 
And Blandford ends the labours of the day, 
The morning rofe ; the fupper reck'oning paid, 
And our due fees difcharg'd to roan and maid, 
The ready oftler near the ftirrup ftands, 
And as we mount, our half- pence load his hands. 

Now the lteep hill fair Darchejfer o'erlooks, 
Border'd by meads, and wafh'd by filver brookt. - 
Here fleep my two companions eyes fuppreft, 
And propt in elbow chairs they fnoring reft : • 
I w«ary fit, and with my pencil trace 
Their painful poflures, and their eyelefs face ; 



* There are three boartUngfchooU in this town. 
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Then dedicate each glafs to fome fair name, 
And on the fafh the diamond fcrawls my flame. 
Now o'er true Roman way our horfes found, 
Gr<&vius would kneel, and kifs die (acred ground. 
On either fide low fertile valleys lye, 
The diftant profpecls tire the trav'ling eye. 
Through BriJporfs ftony lanes our rout we takt, 
And the proud fteep defcend to Mar comb* % lake. 
As herfes pafs'd, our landlord robb'd the pall, 
And with the mournful fcutcheon hung his hall. 
On unadulterate wine we here regale, 
And flrip the lobfler of his fcarlet mail. 

We climb the hills when ftarry night arofe, 
And Axmlnfter affords a kind repofe. 
The maid fubdu'd by fees 9 her trunk unlock*, 
And gives the cleanly aid of dowlas fmocks. 
Mean time our fhirts her bufy fingers rub, 
While the fope lathers o'er the foaming tub. 
If womens geer fuch pleating dreams incite, 
Lend us your fmocks, ye damfels, ev'ry night ! 
We rife, our beards demand the barber's art : 
A female enters, and performs the part. 

The 
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The weighty golden chain adorns her neck, 
And three gold rings her flcilful hand bedeck : 
Smooth o'er our chin her eafy fingers move, 
Soft as when Venus ftrok'd the beard of Jonju 

Now from the fleep, 'midit fcatter'd farms and grove** 
Our eye through Homtons fair valley roves. 
Behind us foon the bufy town we leave, 
Where fineft lace indubious lafles weave. 
Now fwelling clouds rolPd on ; the rainy load 
Streamed down our hats, and fmok'd along the road 2 
When (O bleft fight !) a friendly fign we fpytf, 
Our fpurs are flacken'd from the horfes fide ; 
For fure a civil hoft the houfe commands, 
Upon whofe fign this courteous Motto (lands. 
This is the ancient band awl eke the fen ; 
Here is for horfes hay, and meat for men. 
How rhyme would flourifb, did each fon of fame 
Know his own genius, and dirett his flame ! 
Then he, that could not Epic flights rehearfe, 
Might fweetly mourn in Elegiac verfe. 
But were his Mule for Elegy unfit, 
Perhaps a Diftich might not ftrain his wit ; 
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'Jf -Epigram offend, bis harirdcfs lines 
Might in gold letters fwing 0:1 ale honft figna. 
Then Utbbirml might propagate his bays, 
And tuttlefidds record his fiinple lays ; 
Where rhymes like thefe might lure the norTes eytt, 
While gaping infants fquawl for farthing pies. 
'Treat hire, yi pepherds blitbe, year damftli /wee/, 
■for fits and cbeefecaka an fir dam/til meet. 
Then Maurus in hit proper fphere might ihine, 
And thefe proud number* grace great William's fign.. 

• This it tit man, ibis tbe NaJToviai), whom 
1 natn'd tbeirawt delrutrer to tone. 

But now the driving galea fufpend the rain. 
We mount our fteeds,.and Dcvrn'scity gain. 
Hail, happy native land I -—hot I forbear. 
What other Counties molt with envy hear. 

* Prince Arthur, Bimi 5. 




£ PIS T IS 




• 



EPISTLE III 

To die Right Honourable 
WILLIAM PULTENET, Efq; 

VLT' NET, methinka you blame my 
breach of word; 
JtWhat, cannot Pari* one poor page afford I 
|| Yes, I can fcgcly, when the times are paft. 
Laugh at thole follies -which I drove to taile, 
And each amufement, which we fhar'd, review, 
Pleas'd with meer talking, fiocc I talk to you. 
But how (hall I defcribe in humble profe, 
Their Balls, Affembliea, Operas and Beaus ? 
In profe, yon cry ! Oh no, the Mufe mull aid, 
And leave Pa gefui for the Tail/trie's (hade ; 

Shall 
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Shall he (who late Britannia** city trod, 
And led the draggled Mnfe, with pattens fliod, 
Through dirty lanes, and alley's doubtful ways) 
Refufe to write, when Paris afks his lays .' 

WeD then, Til try. Defcend, ye beauteous Nine, 
In all the colours of the rainbow mine. 
Let fparkling iters your neck and ear adorn, 
Lay on the blufhes of the crimfon morn. 
So may ye balls and gay Aflemblies grace,' 
And at the Opera claim the foremoft place. 

Trav'lers mould ever fit expreffion chute, 
Nor with low phrafe the lofty theme abufe. 
When they defcribe the date of eaftern Lords, 
- Pomp and magnificence (hould fwell their words ; 
And when they paint the ferpenfs fcaly pride, 
Their lines (hould hifs, their numbers fmoothly Hide : 
But they, unmindful of Poetick rules, 
Defcribe alike Mockaws, and GtcsX-MoguIs. 
D ampier would thus, without ill -meaning fatire, 
Drefs forth in Ample ftyle the Petit -maitre. 

In Paris, there* s a race of animals t 

(r<iu feen them at their Operas and Balls,) 

They 
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They ftandered, they dance when-e'er they. <wa/k,. 

Monkeys in aclion, perroquetsin talk $ 

They're crown* d with feathers, like the cockatoo^ 

And, like camdions, daily change their hue ; 

From patches juftly placed they borrow graces^ 

And with vermilion lacker o'er their /aces, • • 

This cuflojn, as nve vifibly difiern, 

They, by frequenting Ladies toiletttr, leant. 

Thus might (he trav'tereafy truth impart; 

Into the fubject let me nobly ftarrt 

How happy lives the man, how* fare to charm, 
Whofe knot embroider -d flutters down his arm? 
On him the Ladies caft. the yielding glance, 
Sigh in his Tongs* and languilh in his dance ; 
While wretched is the Wit, contemned, forlorn, 
Whofe gummy hat no fcarlet plumes adorn ; 
No broider'd flowVs hi6 worfted ancle grace, 
Nor cane embofs'd with gold directs his pace * 
No Lady's favour on bis fword is hung. 
What, though Apollo dictate from his tongue, 
His wit is fpiritlefs and void of grace, 
Who wants th' affurance of brocade and lace. 

While 
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Tiilc th$ gay fop genteelly talks- of weather, 
he fair in raptures doat upon his- feather ; 
ike a Court Lady though he write and fpell, 
is minuet ftep was faihion'd by * Martell ; 
e drefles, fences. What avails to know ? 
Mr women chufe their meoy like (ilks> for (how 
this the tiling, you cxyy that/Vwboofls ? 
this the thing renown'd among^u* Toaib ? 
w fuch a flutt'ring figfet we need not roam ; 
ur own AiTemblies ihiue wkhtWe at home. 

Let us into the field of Beauty dart ; 
eauty's a theme that ever warm'd the heart* 
Tiink not, ye Fair, that I the Sex accufe : 
tow (hall I fpare yon, prompted by the Mufe ? 
The Mufes all are Prudes) (he rails, (he frets, 
.midft this fprightjy nation of Coquettes ; 
et let not us their loofe coquett'ry blame; 
/omen of tv'ry nation are the fame. 

You a& me, if Part/tan dames, like! oars, 

Vith rattling dke prophane the 5W*/s hoturj 

f they the gamtftePs pde-eyM vigils keep, 

tad (lake their honour while their hribandt fleet*. 

V 

* A famous dancing-mafter* 
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Yes, Sir, like Englijb Toafls, the dames of France 
Will rifque their income on a fingle chance. 
Ifannette laft night at tricking Pbaraon play'd, 
The cards the Taillier's Aiding hand obey'd ; 
To day her neck no brilliant circle wears, 
Nor the ray-darting pendant loads her ears. 
Why does old Cbkris an Affembly hold ? 
Chloris each night divides the (harper's gold. 
Corinnas cheek with frequent loffes burns, 
And no bold Ttente la <va her fortune turns. 
Ah too rafh virgin! where's thy virtue flown ? 
She pawns her perfon for the {harper's loan. 
Yet who with juftice can the fair* upbraid, 
Whofe debts of honour are fo duly paid ? 

But let me not forget the Toilette's cares, 
Where art each morn the languid cheek repairs : 
This red's too pale, nor gives a diflant grace ; 
Madame to-day puts on her Opera face ; 
From this we fcarce extract the milk-maid's bloom, 
Bring the deep dye that warms acrofs the room : 
Now flames her cheek, fo ftrong her charms prevail, 
That on her gown the filken rofe looks pale ! 

Nc 
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; bat that France fome native beanty boafb, 
•mint and Choroids might grace our Toafts. 

Vhen the fweet-hreathing fpring unfolds the buds, 

re flys the dully town for ihady woods. 

en Tottenham fields with roving beauty fwarm, 

d Hampftead Balls die city virgin warm, 

en Chelfea\ meads o'erhear perfidious vows, 

d the preft grafs defrauds the grazing cows. , 

s here the iame ; but in a higher fphere, 

r ev'n Court Ladies (in in open air. 

bat Cit with a gallant would trull his fpoufe 

leath the tempting (hade of Greenwich boughs ? 

hat Peer of France would let his Dutchefs rove, 

here Boulogne's clofeft woods invite to love ? 

t here no wife can blaft her ho/band's fame, 

ckold is grown an honourable name. 

etch'd on the grafs the (hepherd figbs his pain, 

id on the grafs what fhepherd fighs in vain ? 

1 Chloe\ lap here Damon lay'd along, 

elts with the languifh of her am'rous fong ; 

lere IrU flies Palamon through the glade, 

or tips by chance— 'till in the thickeft (hade* 

Vo l. It. C Here 
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Here Celimene defends her lips andbrcaft, 
For kifles are by flruggling clofer pf eft ; 
Alexis there with eager flame grows bold, 
Nor can the nymph his wanton fingers hold ; 
Be wife, AUxis ; what Co near the road ! 
Hark, a coach rolls, and hufbands are abroad ! 
Such were our .pleasures in the days of yore, 
When am'rous Charles Britannia's fcepter bore ; 
The nighdy fcene of joy the Park was made, 
And Love in couples peopled ev'ry (hade. 
But fince at Court the rural taffce is loft, 
What mighty Sums have velvet couches coft f 

Sometimes the Tuilleriit gawdy walk I k>ve, 
Where I through crowds of ruftjing manteaus rove ; 
As here from fide to fide my eyes I caJl, 
And gaz'd on all the glittering train that pall, 
Sudden a fop fteps forth before the reft ; 
I knew the bold embroidery of his veft. . 
He thus accofts me with familiar air, 
Par bleu f on a /ait at habit en Anghterre! 
Quelle manche ! a galoti eft grojfterement rangS, 
Voila quelque cbofe de fort beau et degage / 
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This {aid : On his red heel he turns, and then 
Hums a foft minuet, and proceeds agen. 
Well} now you've Paris feen> you'll frankly own 
Tour boafted London feems a country town $ 
Has Chrifiianity yet reach' ] d your nation ? 
Are churches built ? Jire Mafyuerades in fa/hion f 
Do daily Soups your dinners introduce f 
Are Jnuftck, fnuff, and coaches yet in ufe f 
Pardon me, Sir ; we know the Paris mode, 
And gather Politeffe from Courts abroad. 
Like you, our Courtiers keep a numerous train 
To load their coach, and tradefmen dun in vain. 
Nor has religion left us in the lurch, 
And, as in France, our vulgar croud the Church } 
Our Ladies too fupport the Mafquerade, 
The fex by nature love th' intriguing trade. 
Straight the vain fop in ign'rant rapture cries* 
Paris the Barbarous world will civilize / 
Pray, Sir, point out among the paffing band 

The prefent Beauties who the town command. 

Set yonder dame ; ftriS virtue ehills her breaft > 

Mark in her eye demure the Prude frofefi ; 

That frozen bofom native fire ntuft want, 

Which boafts of conftancy to one Gallant t 

c 2 • tti* 
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This next the fpoils of fifty lovers wears, 
Rich DandinV brilliant favours grace her ears ; 
The necklace FlorioV generous fame beftovSd, 
Clitander'j fparkling gems her finger load} 
But now, her charms grown cheap by conftant ufe 9 
She fins for fcarfs, clocked /lockings, knots, and Jboes. 
This next, with fiber gate and ferious leer, 
• Wearies her knees with morn and evening prayer ; 
She J corns th % ignoble love of feeble pages, 
But with three Abbots in one night engages. 
This with the Cardinal her nights employs, 
Where holy finews confecrate her joys. 
Why have I promised things beyond my power f 
Five affignations wait me at this hour, 
The fprightly Count efs fir ft my vifit claims, 
To-morrow Jhall indulge inf trior dames. 
Pardon me, Sir ; that thus I take my leave, 
Gay Florimella Jlily twitched my Jleeve. 

Adieu, Monfieur— -The Opera hour draws neai 
Not fee the Opera ! all the world is there ; 
Where on the ftage th' embroidered youth of France 
In bright array attrad the female glance : 



Th 
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lis languifhes, this ftruts to (how his mien, 
id not a gold-clock'd flocking moves unfeen. 

But hark ! the full Orcheftra ftrike the firings ; 
he Hero flruts, and the whole audience fings. 

My jarring ear harfh grating murmurs wound, 
[oarfe and confus'd, like B abets mingled found, 
lard chance had plac'd me near a noify throat, 
'hat in rough quavers bellow'd ev'ry note, 
ray Sir, (ays I, fufpend a-while your fong, 
'he Opera's drown'd ; your lungs are wond'rous ftrong; 
wifh to hear your Roland's ranting drain, 
Fhile he with rooted forefts flrows the plain, 
udden he fhrugs furprize, and anfwers quick, 
fonfieur afparement riaime fas la mufique. 
"hen turning round, he join'd th' ungrateful noiie ; 
ind the loud Chorus thundered with his voice. 

O footh me with fome foft Italian air, 
,et harmony compofe my tortur'd ear ! 
Yhen AnaftaficCs voice commands the flrain, 
The melting warble thrills through ev'ry vein % 

C 3 Thought 
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'has her RLblieus and her Colberts known, 
hen, I grant it, France in fcience (hone; 
k>, I own, without fuch aids may chance 
orance and pride to rival France. 

: let me not forget Cerneille, Rarftte, 
'.us ftrong fenfe and Moiiereh hom'rons Scene. 
'ambrafs name be fang above the reft, 
fe maxims, Pulfney, warm thy patriot bread; 
'entors precepts wifdom ftrong and clear 
tes fublime, and diftant nations hear, 
all ye Princes, who the world controul, 
t cares, what terrors haunt the tyrant's foul » 
ttnftant train are anger,, fear, diftrnft, 
>e a King, is to be good and jufty 
people he, protects, their rights h$ f&vcfV 

fcorns to rare a wretched race;of flajres. 

■ *- ■ . 

fappy, thrice happy (hall the monarch reign, 

ere guardian laws defpotic power reftrain ! 

*e (hall the plough -lha re break the ftubborn land, 

1 bending harvefts tire the peafant's hand : 

ere liberty her fettled manfion boafts, 

ere commerce plenty brings from foreign coails. 

C 4 O 
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O Britain, guard thy laws, thy rights defend, 
So ftiall thefe blefBngs to thy fans defcend .' 

You'll think 'tis time Tome other theme to chide, 
And not with Beam and Fops fatigue the Mafe t 
Should I let Satyr loofc on Engtijb ground. 
There fools of various character abound ; 
But here my verfe is to one race coniin'd, 
All Frenckmtn are of Ptlit-maitrt kind. 
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EPISTLE IV, 

To the Right Honourable 
PAV L METHUEN, Efq; 




HAT, 'tis encouragement nukes Science 
fpread, 

Is rarely praftisM, though 'tis often (aid; 
When learning droops and Gckess in the 
land, 
WBat Patron's found to lend a laving hand ? 
True gen'rous Spirits profp'roua vice detelr. 
And lore to cheriflt venue when diftreft: 

C 5 B<U 
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Bat ere onr mighty Lords this fcheroe parfbe, 
Oar mighty Lords muft think and aft like you. 

Why mult we climb the Alpine mountain's fides 
To find the feat where Harmony refides ? 
Why touch we not fo foft the filver lute, 
The chearful hautboy, and the mellow flute ? 
*Tis not th' Italian clime improves the found, 
Ait there the Patrons of her ions aie found. 

Why ftourilh'd verfe in great Auguftu? reign I 
He and Mecanas lov'd the MtnVs ftrain, 
But now that wight in poverty muft mourn 
Who was (O cruel liars !) a Poet born. 
Yet there are ways for authors to be great ; 
Write ranc'rous libels to reform the State : 
Or if you choofe more fare and ready ways; 
Spatter a Minifter with fulfome praife i 
Lanch out with freedom, flatter him enough * 
Fear not, aU men are dedication proof. 
Be bolder yet, you mufl go farther ftill, 
Dip deep in gall- thy mercenary quill. .^y 

He who his pen in party quarrels draws. 
Lifts an hir'd brava to fapport the caufe j 

He 
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le mufl indulge his (Patron's hate and fpleen, 
\nd flab the feme of thofe he ne'er has feen. 
Why then fhould authors mourn their defp'rate cafe * 
3e brave, do this, and then demand a place. 
Why art thou poor ? exert the gifts to rife, 
\nd banifh thn'rous vertue from thy eyes. 

All this feems modern preface, where we're told 
That wit is prais'd, but hungry lives and cold : 
Againft th' ungrateful age thefe authors roar, 
And fanfy learning ilarves becaufe they're poor, 
if et why fhould learning hope fuccefs at Court ? 
Why fhould our Patriots virtue's caufe fupport ? 
Why to true merit fhould they have regard ? 
rhey know that virtue is its own reward, 
ifet let not one of grievances complain, 
Who (though the meaneft of the Mufes train) 
[Tan boaft fubfcriptions to my humble lays, 
\nd mingle profit with my little praife, 

Afk Painting, why fhe loves Eefperian air. 
jo view, fhe cries, my glorious labours there j 
There in rich palaces I reign in ftate, 
Vnd on the temples lofty 4bm& create. 

The 



s 6 EPISTLES. 

The Nobles view my works with knowing eyes, 
They love the fcience, and the painter prize. 

Why didft thou, Kent, forgo thy native land, 
To emulate in pi&ure Raphaels hand ? 
Think'ft thou for this to raife thy name at home r 
Go back, adorn the palaces of Rome ; 
There on the walls let thy juff labours fhine, 
And Raphael live again in thy deiign. 
Yet Hay awhile ; call all thy genius forth, 
fox Burlington unbiafs'd knows thy worth ; 
His judgment m thy matter- ftrokes can trace 
Titian's ftrong fire and GuiaVs fofter grace; 
But, oh confider, ere thy works appear, 
Canft thou unhurt the tongue of envy hear r 
Cenfure will blame, her breath was ever fpent 
To biaft the laurels of the Eminent. 
While Burlington's proportion'd columns, rife-, 
Does not he Hand the gaze of envious eyes ? 
Doors, windows are condemned by pafling fools, 
Who know not that they damn Palladia's rules. 
If Chandos with a lib'ral hand beftow, 
Cenfure imputes it all to pomp and (how ; 
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When, if the motive J^ht were underftood, 
His daily pleafure is in doing good. 

Had Pope with groveling numbers filTd his page, 
Dennis had never kindled into rage. 
*Tis the fublime that hurts the Critic's eafe ; 
Write nonfenfe and he reads and fleeps in peace. 
Were Prior, Gmgreve, Swift and Pope unknown, 
Poor (lander- felling Cur// would be undone. 
He who would free from malice pafs his days, 
Muft live obfeure, and never merit praife. 
But let this tale to valiant virtue tell 
The daily perils of deferving well. 

A crow was ftruttihg o'er the ftubbled plain, 
Juft as a lark defcending clos'd his ftrain. 
The crow befpoke him thus with folemn grace, 
Thou mofr accompliih'd of the feather'd race, 
What force of lungs ! how clear ! how fweet you fingf 
And no bird (bars upon a ftronger wing. 
The lark, who fcorn'd foft flatt'ry, thus replies, 
True, I fing fweet, and on flrong pinion rife i 
Yet let me pais my life from envy free, 
For what advantage axe thefe gifts to me ? 

My 
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My Cong confines me to the wiry cage, 
My flight provokes the falcon's fatal; rage- 
But as you pais I bear the fowlers fay, 
To (hoot at crews is powder flung away. 
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An Anfwer to the Sompner** Prologue 
of Chaucer. 



In imitation of Chaucer'* ftyU. 



HE Stmpittr Ieudly hath hit Prologue told. 
And faine on the Freers his tale japing 

and bold; 
How that in Hell ihey fcaichen ocar 
and wide, 

And ne one Freer in all thilke place cfpyde, 
Bat ho .' the devil tqrn'd his eric about, 
And twenty thoufaod Freers wend in and out. 
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Of chains that frighten erft Artcmidore 
The tales of Piine, Valtre, and many more. 
Hem thinketh that fome murder e here been done. 
And he mought fee fome bloodye ghoft anone, 
Or that fome orphlines writings here be ftor*d, 
Or pot of gold laine deep beneath a board : 
Or thinketh hem, if he mought fee no fprite, 
The Abbay mought buy this houfe cheape outright. 

As hem thus thinketh, anone afleep he lies, 
Up flatten S at b anas with faucer eyes. 
He turneth the Freer upon his face downright, 
Difplaying his nether cheeks ful broad and white. 
Then quoth Dan Satbanas as he thwack'd him fort, 
Thou didft forget to guard thy poftern door. 
There is an hole which hath not crofTed been : 
Farewel, from whence I came, I deepen in. 

Now plain it is ytellen in my verfe, 
If Devils in hell bear Freers in their erfe, 
On earth the Devil in Freers doth y- dwell ; 
Were their no Freers, the Devil mought keep in- Heil. 
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WORK for a COOPER. 

A TALE. 

A Man may lead a happy life, 
Without that needful thing a wife : 
This long have lufty Abbots known, 
Who ne'er knew fpoufes ■ ■ »of their own. 

What though your houfe be clean and neat. 
With couches, chairs, and beds compleat ; 
Though you each day invite a friend, 
Though he fhould every djjk commend, 
On Bagjbot-heath your mutton fed, 
Your fowls at Brnndford born and bred ; 
Though pureft wine your cellars boaft, 
Wine worthy of the faireft Toaft ; 
Yet there are other things required : 
Ring, and let's fee the maid you hir'd . i ■ 



Blefs me ! thofe hands might hold a broom, 
Twirle round a mop, and wa(h a room, 
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A batchelor his maid fhould keep, 
Not for that fervile ufe to fweep, 
Let her his humour underhand, 
And tarn to ev'ry thing her hand. 
Get yon a lafs that's young and tight, 
Whofe arms are, like her apron, white ; 
What though her Hurt be feldom feen ? 
Let that though coarfe be always clean ; 
She might each mora your tea attend. 
And on your wrift your ruffle mend ; 
Then if you break a roguifh jeft, 
Or fqueexe her hand, or pat her breaft, 
She cries, oh dear Sir, don't be naught ! 
And blufhes fpeak her laft night's fault. 
To her your houfhold cares confide, 
Let your key jingle at her fide, 
A footman's blunders teafe and fret ye, 
E'en while you chide you fmfle on Betty. 
Difcharge him then, if he's too fpruce, 
For Bettys for his matter's ufe. 

Will you your am'rous fancy balk, 
For fear fbme prudifli neighbour talk ? 
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But you'll objedt, that you're afraid ' 
Of the pert freedoms of a maid ; 
Befides your wifer heads will fay, 
That ihe who turns her hand this way, 
From one vice to another drawn, 
Will lodge your filver fpoons in pawn. 
Has not the homiJy wrinkled jade • 
More need to learn the pilf'ring trade? 
For love all Betty's wants fupplies, 
Laces her (hoes, her manteaii dyes, 
All her fluff fuits fhe~ flings -away, 
And wears thread fairin every day. 

Who then a jlirty drab would hire, 
Brown as the hearth of kitchin fire ? 
When all mufl own, were Betty put 
To the black duties of thrflut, 
As well fhe fcow'rs or fcrubs a floor, 
And ftill is good for fomething more. 

Thus to avoid the,greater vice, 
I knew a Prieft, of? conjcience nice, 
To quell his luft for neighbour's, fpoufr, 
Keep fornication in'hishoufe. : . 
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But you're impatient all this time, 
Fret at my counfel, curfe my rhyme, 
Be fatisfy'd. Til talk no more, 

For thus my tale begins - Of yore 

There dwelt at Bids a Prieft full fair, 
With rolling eye and crifped hair, 
His chin hung low, his brow was fleek, 
Plenty lay balking on his cheek, 
Whole days at cloyfter grates he fat, 
Ogled, and talk'd of this and that 
So feelingly ; the Nuns lamented 
That double bars were e'er invented. 
If he the wanton wife confeft 
With downcaft eye, and heaving bread ; 
He ftrok'd her cheek to ftill her fear, 
And talk'd of fins en Cavalier. 
Each time enjoyn'd her penance mild* 
And fondled on her like his child. 
At ev'ry jovial goffip's feaft 
Pert Bernard was a welcome gueft, 
Mirth fuffer'd not the leaft reftraint, 
He could at will (hake off the feint : 
Nor frown'd he when they freely fpoke, 
But fliook his fide*, and took the joke ; 
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'd he to promote the jeft, J 

r'd the fins which they confeft. 

* 
lat he might not always rome, 
conveniencies at home, 
i was in the bloom of beauty, 
lb'd for ev'ry focial duty $ 
died with no houfhold cares, 
confign'd his whole affairs ; 
lis Study kept the keys, 
vas ftudious — of his eafe : 
the power of all his locks, 
lmmage ev'ry cheft and box, 
tefty fuch credit gain'd, 
1 the cellar was reftrain'd* 

)th it was a goodly fhow, 

ith full hogfheads all a-row ; 

Tel, from the rank removed, 

*er than the reft he lov'd. 

bonne bouche 'twas fet afide, 

>ut choiceft friends deny'd. 

and then would fend a quart, 

m fome wife's retentive heart, 

.II. D Againft 
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Againft confeflion's fullen hour : 
Wine has all fecrets in its power. 
At common feafts it had been wafte, 
Nor was it fit for layman's tafte, 
If monk or friar were his gueft, 
They drank it, for they know the bell. ' 
Nay., He at length fo fond was grown, 
He always drank it when— —alone. 

Who ihall recount his civil labours, 
In pious viiits to his neighbours ? 
Whene'er weak hufbands went aftray, 
He gueft their wives were in the way, 
'Twas then his charity was fhown, 
He chofe to fee them when alone. 

Now was he bent on cuckoldom : 
He knew friend Dennis was from home ; 
His wife (a poor negle&ed beauty, 
Defrauded of a huiband's duty) 
Had often told him at confeflion, 
How hard (he ftftggled 'gainft tranfgreffion. 
He now refolves, in heat of blood, 
To try how firm her virtue flood. 
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He knew that wine (to love bell aid) 
Has oft* made bold the fliamefac'd. maid, 
Taught her to romp, and take more freedoms. 
Than nymphs train'd up at Smtb's or NeeSm'z. 

A mighty bottle ftraight he chofe, 
Such as might give two Friars their dofe : 
Natmette he call'd : the cellar door 
She ftrait unlocks, defcends before, 
He followed clofe. But when he fpys 
His fav'rite cafk ; with lifted eyes 
And lifted hands aloud he crys. 
Heigh day ! my darling wine aitoop ! 
It muft, alas ! have fprung a hoop ; 
That there's a leak is pad all doubt, 
(Reply'd the maid) — I'll find it out. 
.She fets the candle down in hafte, 
Tucks "her white apron round her wafte, 
The hogfhead's mouldy fide.afceqds, ^ 
She ftraddles wide, and downward bends ; 
So low fhe Hoops to feek the flaw, 
Her coats rofe high, her matter faw ■ 
I fee ■ he crys ■ (then clafpt her fail) 
The leak through which my wine has pad. 

D z Theft 
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Then all in hade the maid defcended, 
And in a trice the leak was mended. 
He found in Nannette all he wanted, 
So Denrns* brows remain'd implanted. 

Ere fince this time all lofty Friars 
(Warm'd with predominant defires, 
Whene'er the flefti with fpirit quarrels) 
Look on the fex as leaky barrels. 
Beware of thefe, ye jealous fpoufes, 
From fuch like coopers guard your houfes; 
For if they find not work at home, 
For jobs through all the town they rome. 
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\ N Abbot rich (whofe tafte was good 

«**• Alike in fcience and in food) 

His Biihop had refolv'd to treat ; 

The Biihop came, the Biihop eat; 

'Twas iilence, till their ftomachs fail'd ; 

And now at Hereticks they rail'd ; 

What Herefy (the Prelate faid) 

Is in that Church where Priefts may wed ! 

Do not we take the Church for life ? 

But thofe divorce her for a wife, 

Like laymen keep her in their houfes, 

And own the children of their fpoufes. 

Vile practices ! the Abbot cry'd, 

For pious ufe we're fet afide f 

Shall we take wives ? marriage at beft 

Is but carnality profeft. 

D 3 
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Now as the Bifliop took bis glafs, 

He fpy'd our Abbot's buxom lafs 

Who crofs'd the room, he fnark'd her eye 

That glow'd with Love ; his pulfe beat high. 

Tyt 9 father, fye (the Prelate cries) 

A maid fo young ! for fhame, be wife. 

Thefe indifcretions lend a handle 

To lewd lay tongues, to give us fcandal ; 

For your vows fake, this rule I give t*yc, 

Let all your maids be turn'd of fifty. 

The Pried reply'd, I have not fwerv'd^ 

But your chafte precept well obferv'd ; 

That lafs full twenty five has told, 

I've yet another who's as old ; 
Into one fum their ages cafl ; 

So both my maids are fifty pall. 

The Prelate fmiPd, but durft not blame ; 
For why ? his Lordfhip did the fame. 

Let thofe who reprimand their brothers, 
Firft mend the faults they find in other*. 
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A true Story of an Apparition. 

SCepticks (whofe ftrength of argument makes oat 
That wifdom's deep inquiries end in doubt) 
Hold this afiertion pofitive and clear, 
That fprite s are pure delufions rais*d by fear. 
Not that fam'd ghoft, which in prefaging found 
CalTd Brutus to PhilippPs fatal ground ; 
Nor can Tiberius Gracchus'* goary fhade 
Thefe ever-doubting difputants perfuade. 
Straight they with fmiles reply ; thofe tales of old 
By vifionary Priefts»were made and told : 
Oh might fome ghoft at dead of night appear. 
And make you own conviction by your fear f 
I know your fneers my eafy faith accufe, 
Which with fuch idle legends fcares the Mufe : 
But think not that I tell thofe vulgar fprites, 
Which frighted boys relate on winter nights ; 
How cleanly milk-maids meet the fairy train, 
How headlefs horfes drag the clinking chain, 
Night-roaming ghofts, by faucer eye-balls known, 
The common fpe&res of each country town. 

* D 4 No, 
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No, I fuch fables can like you defpife, 
And laagh to hear thefe nurfe- invented lies. 
Yet has not oft the fraudful guardian's fright 
Compelled him to reftore an orphan's right ? 
And can we doubt that horrid ghofb afcend, 
Which pn the confcious murd'rers fteps attend r 
Hear then, and let attefted truth prevail, 
From faithful lip I learnt the dreadful tale. 

Where Arden\ foreft fpreads its limits wide, 
V* hofe branching paths the doubtful road divide, 
A traveler took his folitary way ; 
When low beneath the hills was funk the day. . 
And now the Ikies with gath'ring darknefs lour, 
The branches ruille with the threaten'd fhower ; 
With fudden blafts the forefl murmurs loud, 
Indented lightning* cleave the fable cloud, 
Thunder on thunder breaks, the temped roars, 
And heav'n difcharges all its watry (lores. 
The wand 'ring trav'ler fhelter feeks in vain, 
And fhrinks and fhivers with the beating rain ; 
On his deed's neck the ilacken'd bridle lay, 
Who chofe with cautious ftep th' uncertain way ; 
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And now he checks the rein, and halts to heat 
If any noife foretold a village near. 
At length from far a ftream of light he fees 
Extend its level ray between the trees ; 
Thither he fpeeds, and as he nearer came 
Joyful he knew the lamp's domeftick flame 
That trembled through the window ; crofs the way 
Darts forth the barking cur, and Hands at bay. 

It was an ancient lonely houfe, that flood 
Upon the borders of the fpacious wood ; 
Here towers and antique battlements arife, 
And there in heaps the moulder'd ruin lies j 
Some Lord this maniion held in days of yore, 
To chafe the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar : 
How chang'd, alas, from what it once had been ! 
'Tis now degraded to a publick Inn. 

Straight he difmounts, repeats his loud commands ; 
Swift at the gate the ready landlord Hands ; 
With frequent cringe he bows, and begs excufe, 
His houfe was full, and ev'ry bed in ufe. 
What not a garret, and no ftraw to fpare ? 
Why then the kitchin-fire and elbow-chair 

D 5 Shall 
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Shall ferve !br once to nod away the night. 
The kitchin ever is the fervant's right, 
Replies the hoft ; there, all the fire around, 
The Count's tir'd footmen fnore upon the ground* 

The maid, who liften'd to this whole debate, 
With pity learnt the weary Granger's fate. 
Be brave, fhe cries, you (till may be our gueft, 
Our haunted room was ever held the beft ; 
If then your valour can the fright fuftain 
Of rattling curtains and the clinking chain, 
If your courageous tongue have power to talk. 
When round your bed the horrid ghoft (hall walk ; 
If you dare afk it, why it leaves its tomb, 
I'll fee your Sheets well air'd, and fhow the room. 
Soon as the frighted maid her taje had told, 
The flianger enter'd, for his heart was bold. 

The damfel led him through a fpacious hall, 
Where Ivy hung the half-demolifh'd wall ; 
She frequent look'd behind, and chang'd her hue, 
While fancy tipt the candle's flame with blue. _ 
And now they gain'd the winding flairs afcent, 

And to the lonefome room of terrors went. 

When 
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When all was ready fwift retir'd the maid, 
The watch-lights burn, tuckt warm in bed was laid 
The hardy flranger, and attends the fpfite 
Till his accuftom'd walk at dead of night. 

At firft he hears the wind with hollow roar 
Shake the loofe lock, and fwing the creaking door ; 
Nearer and nearer draws the dreadful found 
Of rattling chains, that draggM upon the ground ; 
When lo, the fpeclre came with horrid (Iride, 
Approached the bed, and drew the curtains wide ; 
in human form the ghaftful Phantom Hood, 
Expos'd his mangled bofom dy'd with blood, 
Then filent pointing to his wounded bread, 
Thrice wav'd his hand. Beneath the frighted gueft 
The bed-cords trembled, and with (hudd'ring fear, 
Sweat chilTd his limbs, high rofe his briftled hair ; 
Then mutt'ring hafty pray'rs, he mann'd his heart, 
And cry'd aloud ; Say, whence and who thou art. 
The (talking ghoft with hollow voice reply*, 
Three years are counted, fince with mortal eyes 
I few the fun, and vital air refpir'd. 
Like thee benighted, and with travel tir'd, 

Within 
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Within thefe walls I flept. O third of gain ? 
See dill the planks the bloody mark retain ; 
Stretch'd on this very bed, from fleep I dart, 
And fee the fteel impending o'er my heart ; 
The barb'rous hoftefs held the lifted knife, 
The floor ran purple with my gulhing life. 
My treafure now they feize, the golden fpoil 
They bury deep beneath the grafs grown foil, 
Far in the common field. Be bold, arife, 
My fteps fhall lead thee to the fecret prize; 
There dig and find ; let that thy care reward : 
Call loud on juftice, bid her not retard 
To punifh murder ; lay my ghofl at reft, 
So fhall with peace fecure thy nights be bleft ; 
And when beneath thefe boards my bones are found, 
Decent inter them in fome facred ground. 

• 

Here ceas'd the ghoft. The ftranger fprings from be 
And boldly follows where the Phantom led ; 
The half worn ftony flairs they now defcend, 
Where pafTages obfcure their arches bend 
Silent they walk ; and now through groves they pafi, 
Mow through wet meads their fteps imprint the grafs ; 
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At length amidft a fpacioui field they came : 
There flops the fpeclre, and afcends in flame. 
Amaz'd he flood, do btilh, nor briar was found, 
To teach bis morning fearch to And the ground ; 
What could he do ? the night was hideous dark. 
Fear fbook his joints, and nature dropt the mark ; 
With that he Halting wak'd, and rais'd his head, 
But found the golden mark was left in bed. 

What is the ftatefinan's vail ambitious fcheme, 
But a thort viGon, and a golden dream ? 
Power, wealth, and title elevate his hope ; 
He wakes. But for a garter finds a rope. 
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A TALE. 



K Prude, at morn and ev'ning prayer, 
* *■ Had worn her velvet cufhion bare ; 
Upward (he taught her eyes to roll, 
Aa if (he watch 'd her (baring foul ; 
And when devotion warm'd the croud, 
None fung, or fmote their bread fo loud : 
Pale Penitence had mark'd her face 
With all the meagre figns of grace. 
Her ma fs -book was compleatly lin'd 
With painted Saints of various kind : 
Bnt when in ev'ry page (he viewed 
Fine Ladies who the flefh fubdu'd ; 
As quick her beads fhe counted o'er, 
She cry'd ■ fuch wonders are no more ! 



She 
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She cbofe not to delay confeflion, 
To bear at once a year's tranfgreflion* 
But ev'ry week fet all things even, 
And balanc'd her accounts with heav'n. 

Behold her now in humble guife, 
Upon her knees with downcaft eyes 
Before the Pried : fhe thus begins, 
And fobbing, blubbers forth her fins. 

Who could that tempting man refid ? 
My virtue languiih'd, as he kifs'd ; 

I drove, till I could drive no longer ? 

How can the weak fubdue the dronger ? 

The Father alk'd her where and when ? 
How many ? and what fort of men ? 
By what degrees her blood was heated ? 
How oft' the frailty was repeated ? 
Thus have I feen a pregnant wench 
All fluftVd with guilt before the bench. 
The Judges (wak'd by wanton thought) 
Dive to the bottom of her fault, 

They 
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They leer, they fimper at her fliame, 
And make her call all things by name. 

And now to fentence he proceeds, 
Prefcribes how oft' to tell her beads ; 
Shows her what Saints could do her good,' 
Doubles her fafts to cool her blood. 
Eas'd of her fins, and light as air, 
Away (he trips ; perhaps to prayer. 
'Twas no fuch thing. Why then this hafte ? 
The clock has ftruck, the hour is paft, 
And on the fpur of inclination, 
She fcorn'd to bilk her ailignation. 

Whate'er fhe did, next week (he came, 
And pioufly confeft the fame ; 
The Prieft, who female frailties pity'd, 
Firft chid her, then her fins remitted. 

But did (he now her crime bemoan 
In penitential meets alone ? 

And was no bold, no beaftly fellow 
The nightly partner of her pillow ? 
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No, none ; for next time in the grove, 
A bank was confcious of her love. 

Confeffion day was come about, 
And now again it all mud out, 
She feems to wipe her twinkling eyes, 
What now, my child, the father cries. 
Again, fays (he ! with threatning looks, 

He thus the proftrate dame rebukes. 

Madam, I grant there's fomething in it, 
That virtue has th' unguarded minute ; 
But pray now tell me what are whores, 
But women of unguarded hours ? 
Then you muft fure have loft all fhame, 
What ev'ry day, and ftill the fame, 
And no fault elfe ! 'tis ftrange to find 
A woman to one fin confined ! 
Pride is this day her darling paflion, 

The next day flander is in fafhion ; 

Gaming fucceeds ; if fortune croffes, 

Then virtue's mortgag'd for her lofles ; 

fy ufe her rav'rite vice fhe loaths, 

And loves new follies like new cloaths : 

But 
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But you, beyond all thought, unchafte, 
Have all fin center'd near your wafte ! 
Whence is this appetite (o ftrong ? 
Say, Madam, did your mother long ? 
Or is it lux'ry and high diet 
That won't let virtue deep in quiet ? 
She tells him now with meekeft voice, 
That (he had never err'd by choice, 
Nor was there known a virgin charter, 
Till ruin'd by a fad difafter. 

That (he a fav'rite lap dog had, 
Which, (as fhe ftroak'd and kifs'd) grew mad ; 
And on her lip a wound indenting, 
Firft fct her youthful blood fermenting. 

The Prieft reply'd with zealous fury, 
You fhould have fought the means to cure ye. 
Doctors by various ways we find, 
Treat thefe diflempers of the mind. 

Let gaudy ribbands be deny'd 
To her, who raves with fcornful pride ; 
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.And if religion crack her notions, 
Xock up her volumes of devotions j 
Hut if for man her rage prevail, 
Bar her the fight of creatures male. 
Or elfe to cure fuch venom'd bite*, 
And fet the mattered thoughts arights ; 
They fend you to the ocean's fhore, 
And plunge the Patient o'er and o'er. 

The dame repry'd ; alas ! in vain 
My kindred forc'd me to the main ; 
Naked and in the face of day : 
Look not, ye fiihermen, this way f 
What virgin had not done as I did ? 
My modeft hand, by nature guided. 
Debarred at once from human eyes 
The feat where female honour lies, 
And though thrice dipt from top to toe, 
I ftill fecur'd the poft below, 
And guarded it with grafp fo fait 
Not one drop through my fingers paft 5 
Thus owe I to my bafhful care 
That all the rage is fettled there. 



Weigh 
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Weigh well the projects of mankind ; 
Then tell me, Rea4er canft thou find 
The man from madnefs wholly free ? 

They all are mad fave you and me. 

Do not the flatefmen, fop and wit, 
By daily follies prove they*re bit ? 
And when the briny cure they try'd, 
Some part {till kept above the tide ? 

Some men (when drench'd beneath the wave) 
High o'er their heads their fingers fave : 
Thofe hands by mean extortion thrive, 
Or in the pocket lightly dive ; 
Or more expert in pilf 'ring vice, 
They burn and itch to cog the dice. 

Plunge in a courtier ; iiraight his fears 
Direft his hands to flop his ears. 
And now truth feems a grating noife, 
He loves the fland'rer's whifp'ring voice; 
He hangs on flatt'ry with delight, 
And thinks all fulfom praife is right. 
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women dread a watry death : 
that their lips to hold their breath, 
ioogli you dock them ne'er Co long, 
me fait drop e'er wets their tongue ; 
lence they feudal have at will, 
:hat this member ne'er lies ftill. 
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THE 

BIRTH of the SQJJ1RE, 
An ECLOGUE. 



In Imitation of the Pollio of Virgil. 

■ E fylvan Mufes, loftier ftrains recite, 
Not all in {hades, and humble com delight. 
Hark ! the bells ring ; along the difiant 
grounds 

The driving gales convey the fwelling founds ; 
Th' attentive fwain, forgetful of his work, 
With gaping wonder, leans upon his fork. 
What fudden news alarms the waking morn ? 
To the glad Squire a hopeful heir is bom. 
Vo l. It. E Mourn, 
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Mourn, mourn, ye flags, and all the beafb of chafe, 

This hour deftru&ion brings on all your race : 

See the pleas'd tenants duteous ofT rings bear, 

Turkeys and geefe, and grocers fweeteft ware ; 

With the new health the pondVous tankard flows, 

And old Ofiober reddens ev'ry nofe. 

Beagles and fpaniels round his cradle (land, 

Kifs his nioift lip and gently lick his hand ; 

He joys to hear the (hrill horn's echoing founds, 

And learns to lifp the names of all the hounds. 

With frothy ale to make his cup overflow, 

Barley fhall in paternal acres grow ; 

The bee (hall fip the fragrant dew from flow'rs, 

# 

To give metheglin for his morning hours ; 
For him the cluftring hop (hall climb the poles, 
And his own orchard fparkie in his bowles. 

His Sire's exploits he now with wonder hears, 
The monftrous tales indulge his greedy ears ; 
How when youth flrung his tierves and warm'd his vein 
He rode the mighty Nimrod of the plains-? 
He leads the daring infant through the hall, 
Points out the homy fpoils that grace the wall ; 
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Tells, how this flag thro' three whole Countys fled, 
What rivers fwam, where bay'd, and where he bled* 
Now he the wonders of the fox repeats, 
Defcribes the defp'rate chafe, and all his cheats ; 
How in one day beneath his furious fpeed, 
He tir'd feven courfers of the fleeteft breed ; 
How high the pale he leapt, how wide the ditch. 
When the hound tore the haunches of the * witch ! 
Thefe ftories which defcend from fon to fori, 
The forward boy fhall one day make his own. 

Ah, too fond mother, think the time draws nigh, 
That calls the darling from thy tender eye ; 
How (hall his fpirit brook the rigid rules, 
And the long tyranny of grammar fchools ? 
Let younger brothers o'er dull authors plod, 
Laih'd into Latin by the tingling rod ; 
No, let him never feel that fmart difgrace : 
Why mould he wifer prove than all his race r 

When rip'ning youth with down o'erihades his chin, 
And ev'ry female eye incites to fin ; 

* the moft common accident to Sport/men } to bunt a 
Switch in the Jbape of a bare. 

E 2 Th« 
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The milk-maid (thoughtlefs of her future fhame) 
With fmacking lip (hall raife his guilty flame ; 
The dairy, barn, the hay -loft and the grove 
Shall oft* be confcious of their ftolen love. 
But think, Prifatta, on that dreadful time, 
When pangs and watry qualms (hall own thy crime ; 
How wilt thou tremble when thy nipple's preft, 
To fee the white drops bathe thy fwelling breaft ! 
Nine moons (hall publickly divulge thy fhame, 
And the young Squire foreftall a father's name. 

When twice twelve times the reaper's fweeping hand 
With levelled harvefb has beflrown the land, 
On fam'd St. Hubert's feafl, his winding horn 
Shall cheer the joyful hound and wake the morn ! 
This memorable day his eager fpeed 
Shall urge with bloody heel the rifing deed. 
O check the foamy bit, nor tempt thy fate, 
Think on the murders of a five- bar gate ! 
Yet prodigal of life, the leap he tries, 
Low in the dull his groveling honour lies, 
Headlong he falls, and on the rugged flone 
Dutorts his neck, and cracks the collar-bone ; 



ECLOGUES. 77 

O vent'rous youth, thy thirft of game allay, 
Mayft thou furvive the perils of this day ! 
He (hall furvive ; and in late years be fent 
To fnore away debates in Parliament. 

The time (hall come, when his more folid fenfc 
With nod important fhall the laws difpenfe ; 
A Juftice with grave JufHces fhall fit, 
He praife their wifdom, they admire his wit. 
No greyhound fhall attend the tenant's pace, 
No rufty gun the farmer's chimney grace ; 
Salmons fhall leave their covers void of fear, 
Nor dread the thievifh net or triple fpear ; 
Poachers fhall tremble at his awful name, 
Whom vengeance now overtakes for murder'd game. 

Affiil me, Bacchus, and ye drunken Pow'rs, 
To fing his friendfhips and his midnight hours ! 

Why doft thou glory in thy flrength of beer, 
Firm cork'd, and mellow'd till the twentieth year; 
Brew'd or when Phoebus warms the fleecy fign, 
Or when his languid rays in Scorpio fhine. 

£ 3 Think 
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Think on the mifchiefs Which from hence have (prong I 
It arms with curfes dire the wrathful tongue ; 
Foul fcandal to the lying lip affords, 
And prompts the mem'ry with injurious words. 
O where is wifdom, when by this o'erpower'd ? 
The (late is cenfrr'd, and the maid deflower 'd ! 
And wilt thou (till, O Squire, brew ale fo ftrong? 
Hear then the dictates of prophetic fong. 

Methinks I fee him in his hall appear, 
Where the long table floats in ckmmy beer, 
Midft mugs and glafles fhatter'd o'er the floor,. 
Dead -drunk his fervile crew fupinely fnore ; 
Triumphant, o'er the profrrate brutes he Rapdt, 
The mighty bumper trembles in his hands ; 
Boldly he drinks, and like his glorious Sires* 
In copious gulp of potent ale expires. 




THE 





THE 

TOILETTE, 

A Town ECLOGUE. 




L T D I A. 

a! OW twenty fpringi had cloath'd the 

Park with green, 
I Since Lydia knew the bloflbm of fifteen t 
| No lovers now her morning hours molcft, 
And catch her at her Toilette half undrcft > 
The thund'ring knocker wakes the ftreet no more, 
No chairs, no coaches croud her fdent door ; 
Her midnights once at cards and Hazard fled. 
Which now, alas ! flic dreams away in bed. 

E 4 Around 
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Around her wait Shocks, monkeys and mockaw?, 
To fill the place of Fops, and perjur'd Beaus ; 
In thefe (he views the mimickry of man, 
And fmiles when grinning Pug gallants her fan ; 
When Poll repeats, the founds deceive her ear, 
For founds like his, once told her Damon's care. 
With thefe alone her tedious mornings pafs ; 
Or at the dumb devotion of her glafs, 
She fmooths her brow, and frizles forth her hairs, 
And fancys youthful drefs gives youthful airs .• 
With crlmibn wool fhe fixes every grace, 
# That not a blufh can difcompofe her face. 
JRedin'd upon her arm (he penfive fate, 
And curs'd th' inconftancy of youth too late. 

O Youth ! O fpring of life ! for ever loft f 
No more my name (hall reign the fav'rite Toad, 
On glafs no more the di'mond grave my name, 
And rhymes mifpeird record a lover's flame : 
Nor (hall fide boxes watch my reftlefs eyes, 
And as they catch the glance in rows arife 
With humble bows ; nor white-glov'd Beaus encroach 
In crouds behind, to guard me to my coach. 
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Ah haplefs nymph ! fuch conquefls are no more, 
For Cbloe*s now what Lydia was before ! 

'Tis true, this Cbloe boafb the peach's bloom, 
But does her nearer whifper breathe perfume ? 
I own her taper fhape is form'd to pleafe ; 
Yet if you faw her unconfin'd by flays ! 
She doubly to fifteen may make pretence, 
Alike we read it in her face and fenfe. 
Her reputation ! but that never yet 
Could check the freedoms of a young Coquet. 
Why will ye then, vain Fops, her eyes believe ? 
Her eyes can, like your perjur'd tongues, deceive. 

What fhall I do ? how fpend the hateful day ? 
At chapel fhall I wear the morn away ? 
Who there frequents at thefe unmodifh hours, 
But antient matrons with their frizled tow T rs, 
And gay religious maids ? my prefence there 
Amid that fober train would own defpair ; 
Nor am I yet fo old ; nor is my glance 
As yet fixt wholly to devotion's trance. 

£ 5 Straight 
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Straight then I'll drefs, and take my wonted range 
Through ev'ry Indian (hop, through all the Change * 
Where the tall jar ere&s his coftly pride, 
With antick ihapes in China's azure dy'd ; 
There carelefs lies the rich brocade unrolTd,. 
Here fhines a cabinet with burnifli'd gold ; 
But then remembrance will my grief renew, 
*Twas there the raffling dice falfe Damon threw ; 
The raffling dice to him decide, the prize. 
*Twas there he firft convers'd with Chlois eyes ;. 
Hence fprung th' ill-fated caufe of all my fmart,. 
To me the toy he gave, to her his heart. 
But foon thy perj'ry in the gift was found, 
The ftiiver'd China dropt upon the ground ; 
Sure omen that thy vows would faithlefs prove ;, 
Frail was thy prefent, frailer is thy love. 

O happy "Pally in wiry prifon pent ; 
Thou ne'er haft known what love or rivals meant,. 
And Pug with pleafure can his fetters bear, 
Who ne'er believ'd the vows that lovers fwear.! 
How am I curft ! (unhappy and forlorn) 
With perjury, with, love, and. rival's fcorn ! 

Falfc 
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tf alfe are the loofe Coquets inveigling airs, 
Falfe is the pompous grief of youthful heirs, 
Falfe is the cringing courtier's plighted word, 
Falfe are the dice when gameflers (lamp the board r 
Falfe is the fprightly widow's publick tear ; 
Yet thefe to Damon^ oaths are all fincere. 

Fly from perfidious man, the fex difdain - T 
Let fervile Chloe wear the nuptial chain. 
Damon is practis'd in the modi(h life, 
Can hate, and yet be civil to a wife. 
He games ; he fwears ; he drinks ; he fights ; he roves y 
Yet Chloe can believe he fondly loves. 

Miftrefs and wife can well fupply his need, 

A mi6 for pleafure, and a wife for breed. 

Bat Cbloe\ air is unconnVd and gay, 

And can perhaps an injur'd bed repay ; 

Perhaps her patient temper can behold 

The rival of her love adorn'd with gold, 

Powder'd with diamonds ; free from thought and cart, 

A huiband's fullen humours (he can bear. 

Why are thefe fobs ; and why thefe (beaming eyes ? 

Is love the caufe ? no, I the fex defpife ; 

J> hate* 
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I hate, I loath his bafe perfidious name ; 
Yet if he Aiould but feign a rival flame f 
But Cbloe boafts and triumphs in my pains, 
To her he's faithful, 'tis to me he feigns. 

Thus lovefick Lydia rav'd. Her maid appears j 
A band-box in her fteady hand (he bears. 
How well this ribband's glofa becomes your face. 
She cries, in raptures ! then, fo fweet a lace I 
How charmingly you look ! fo bright ! fo fair ! 
'Tis to your eyes the head drefs owes its air. 
Straight Lydia fmil'd ; the comb adjufts her locks, 
And at the Play-houfe Harry keeps her box. 
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THE 

TEA-TABLE, 

A Town ECLOGUE. 




DORIS and MELANTHE. 

AJNT JameSs noonday bell for prajrVj 

had toll'd, 
And coaches to the Patron's Levee roll'd, 
When Darh role. And now through all 
the room 

From flow'ry Tea exhales a fragrant fume. 
Cop after cup they fipt, and talk'd by (its, 
For Dmii here, and there Mtienihe fits. 
Dvii was young, a laughter- loving dame, 

i\ Nice of her own alike and others fame ; 

Melantbe'i 
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Melanthe\ tongue could well a tale advance, 
And fooner gave than funk a circuit ftance: 
Lock'd in her mem'ry fecrds never dy'd ; 
Doris begun, Melanthe thus reply 'd. 

DORIS. 
Sylvia the vain fantaftic Fop admires. 

The Rake's loofe gallantry her bo/om fires ; 

Sylvia like that is vain, like this (he roves* 

In liking them fhe but Ler felf approves. 

M E L A N T H E. 
Laura rails on at men, the fcx reviles, 

Their vice condemns, or at their foily fmiles. 

Why mould her tongue in jufl refentment fail, 

Since men at her with equal freedom rail ? 

DORIS. 
Laft Ma/querade was Syl<uia nymph -like feen, 

Her hand a crook fuftain'd, her drefc was green ; 

An am'rous (hepherd led her through the croud, 

The nymph was innocent, the (hepherd vow'd ; 

But nymphs their innocence with fhepherds truft ; 

So both- withdrew, as nymph and (hepherd mud. 

MELANTHE. 
Name but the licence of the modern ftage, 

Laura takes fire, and kindles into rage;- 
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e whining Tragic love (he fcarce can bear, 
: naufeous Comedy ne'er fhock'd her ear ; 
t in the gall'ry mobb'd, fhe fits fecure, 
d laughs at jefts that turn the Box demure. 

DORIS. 
uft not, ye Ladies, to your beauty's pow'r, 
r beauty withers like a fhrivelTd flow'r ; 
t thofe fair flow'rs that S/yvia's temples bind,, 
le not with fudden blights or winter's wind ; 
ce thofe her face defies the rolling years,, 
r art her rofes and her charms repairs. 

MELANTHE. 
ura defpifes ev y ry outward grace, 
le wanton fparkling eye, the blooming face ;. 
le beauties of the foul are all her pride, 
f othej beauties nature has deny'd ; 
affectation (how a beauteous mind, 
ves there a man to Laura's merits blind t 

D O R'l'S. 
'(via be fure defies the town's reproach*, 
hofe Dejhabille it foil'd in hackney coach ; 
hat though the faih was dos'd, mud we conclude,, 
bat Ihe was yielding,, when her Fop was rude ? 

MEL AN- 
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MELANTHE. 
Laura learnt caution at too dear a coll. 

What Fair could e'er retrieve her honour loft ? 

Secret fhe loves ; and who the nymph can blame, 

Who durfl not own a footman's vulgar flame ? 

DORIS. 
Though Laura's homely tafle defcends fo low; 

Her footman well may vye with Sylvia's Beau. 

MELANTHE. 
Yet why (hould Laura think it a difgrace, 

When proud Miranda's groom wears Wander's lace ? 

DORIS. 
What, though for mufick Cynthio boafts an ear ? 

Robin perhaps can hum an Opera air. 

Cynthio can bow, takes fnufF, and dances well, 

Robin talks common fenfe, can write and fpell % 

Sylvia's vain fancy drefs and mow admires, 

But 'tis the man alone whom Laura fires. 

MELANTHE. 
Plato's wife morals Laura's foul improve : 

And this no doubt mull be Platonic love I 

Her foul to gen'rous alls was Hill inclin'd ; 

What (hows more virtue than an humble mind ? 

DOR1& 
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DORIS. 
at though young Sylvia love the Park's cool (hade, 

I wander in the dufk the fecret glade ? 

"qu'd and alone (by chance) ftie met her fpark, 

x innocence is weak which fhuns the dark. 

MELANTHE. 
Lawra for her flame has no pretence ; 

footman is a footman too in fenfe. 

prudes I hate, and thofe are rightly curft 

h fcandal's double load, who cenfure firft. 

DORIS. 
I what if Gyntbio Sylvia's garter ty'd ! 

o fuch a foot and fuch a leg would hide ; 

en crook- kneed Phi His can expofe to view 

* gold-clock'd flocking, and her tawdry fhoe ? 

MELANTHE. 
Mire Devotion center in the face, 

:ens'ring others fhow intrinfick grace, 

£oilt to publick freedoms be confined, 

ides (all muft own) are of the holy kind ! 

DORIS, 
via difdains referve, and flies conftraint : 

• neither is, nor would be thought a Saint, 

M E L A 2V- 
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MELJNTHE. 
Love is a trivial paflion, Laura cries, 

May I be bleft with friendfhip's ftricler ryes j 

To fuch a bread all fecrets we commend ; 

Sure the whole Drawing-room is Laura's friend. 

DORIS. 
At marriage Sylvia rails ; who men would truft? 

Yet hufbands jealoufies are ibmetimes juft. 

Her favours Sylvia (hares among mankind, 

Such gen'rous love (hould never be confined. 

As thus alternate chat employed their tongue, 
With thund'ring raps the brafen knocker rung. 
Laura with Sylvia came ; the nymphs arife : 
This unexpected vifit, Doris cries, 
Is doubly kind ! Melanthe Laura led, 
Since I was laft fo blefl, my dear, (he faid, 
Sure 'tis an age f they fate ; the hour was fet ; 
And all again that night at Ombre met. 
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THE 

FUNERAL, 

A Town ECLOGUE. 
SABINA. LVCT. 

i\WfCJE had the moon psrform'd her 
monthly race, 

S Since firft Che veil o'ercaft Sabina't race. 

|J Then Ay' A the tender partner of her bed. 
iud lives Sabiwa when Fidtlie's dead 1 
i<£7io'j dead, and yet Satina lives. 
■at fee the tribute of her tears Ihe gives ; 
rheir abfent Lord her rooms in lable mourn, 
W all the day the glimmering tapers burn t 
itntch'd on the couch of ftate the penfive lie), 
Wlile oft the fhowy Cambric wipes her eyes. 

NtTT 




92 ECLOGUES. 

Now enter'd Lucy, trufty Lucy knew, 
To roll a fleeve, or bear a Billet-doux ; 
Her ready tongue, in fecret fervice try'd, 
With equal fluency fpoke truth or ly'd, 
She well could flufli, or humble a gallant, 
And ferve at once as maid and confidant ; 
A letter from her faithful days (he took': 
Sabitta fnatch'd it with an angry look, 
And thus in hafty words her grief confeft, 
While Lucy drove to footh her troubled bread. 

S A B I N A. 
What, (till Myrtillo's hand ! his flame I fcorn, 

Give back his paflion with the feal untorn. 

To break our foft repofe has man a right, 

And are we doom'd to read whatever they write f 

Not all the fex my firm refolves (hall move, 

My life's a life of forrow, not of love. 

May Lydia\ wrinkles all my forehead trace, 

And Celiacs palenefs ficken o'er my face, 

May Fops of mine, as Flavians favours, boaft, 

And Coquets triumph in my honour loft; 

May cards employ my nights, and never more 

May thefe curft eyes behold a Matadore ! 



B* 




ECLOGUES. 93 

cak China, oerifh Shock, die Perroquet { 
f hen I Fide/io's dearer love forget. 
de/io's judgment fcorn'd the foppiih train, 
is air was eafy, and his drefs was plain, 
is words fincere, refpedk his prefence drew, 
nd on his lips fweet converfation grew, 
''here's wit, where's beauty, where is virtue fled ? 
las ! they're now no more ; Fiae/io's dead f 

LU C r. 

et when he liv'd, he wanted ev'ry grace ; 
hat eafy air was then an aukward pace : 
ave not your fighs in whifpers often faid, 
[is drefs was flovenly, his fpeech ill bred ? 
[ave not I heard you, with a fecret tear, 
all that fweet converfe Allien and fevere ? 
'hink not I come to take Myrfi/Io's part, 
et Ch/oe, Daphne, Doris (hare his heart. 
,et Cb/oe's love in ev'ry ear exprefs 
lis graceful perfon and genteel addrefs. 
Ul well may judge, what fliaft has Daphne hit, 
Vho fufFers filence to admire his wit. 
v-iis equipage and liv'ries Doris move, 
But Cbloe y Daphne, Doris, fondly love. 

Sooner 
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Sooner (hall Cits in fafhions guide the Court, 
And Beaus upon the bufy Change refort ; 
Sooner the nation fhall from fnuff be freed, 
And fops apartments fmoke with India** weed, 
Sooner I'd with and figh through nunn'ry grates, 
Than recommend the flame Sabina hates. 

S A B I N A 
Becaufe fome widows are in hade fubdu'd ; 
Shall ev'ry fop upon our tears intrude ? 
Can I forget my lov'd Fidelio\ tongue, 
Soft as the warbling of Italian fong ? 
Did not his rofy lips breathe forth perfume, 
Fragrant as (teams from Tea's imperial bloom t 

LU c r. 

Yet once you thought that tongue a greater curfe 
Then (quawles of children for an abfent nurfe, 
, Have you not fimfy'd in his frequent kifs 
Th 1 ungrateful leavings of a filthy Mifs ? 

SABINA. 
Love, I thy pow'r defy ; no fecond flame. 

Shall ever raze my dear Fidelia's name. 

Fannia without a tear might lofe her Lord, 

Who ne'er enjoy 'd his prefcnce but at board. 



An 
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fhould forrow fit on Lesbia% face ? 
i fuch comforts in a fot's embrace ? 
\, no lover is to Labia dead, 
a long had known a fep'rate bed. 
h, ye tears ; wafte, wafle, ye figjis, my breafU 

my nights were by Fideiio Weft ! 

LU c r. 

tot Cure forget how oft yon (aid 
ig fondnefs jealoufy betray'd ! 
the Play the neighboring box he took, 
ght you read fufpiclon in his look ; 
rds and counters flew around the board, 
1 not wiftfd the abfence of your Lord r 
•any was then a poor pretence, 
: the freedoms of a wife's expence. 

SABINE. 
(hould I Myrtilltfs paflion blame, 

/e's a fierce involuntary flame ? 

luc r. 

the failles of his heart withftand, 
lid he not to Cbloe give hi hand ? 
*s handfbm> .yet he flights her flame j 
t (he fainted at Sabine?* name. 

Why 
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Why, Daphne, doft thou blaft Sahina's danns ? 
Sabina keeps no lover from thy arms. 
At Crimp Myrtyllo play'd, in kind regards 
Doris dealt love ; he only dealt the cards ; 
Doris was touch'd with fpleen ; her fan fhe rent, 
Flew from the table, and to tears gave vent. 
Why, Doris, doft thou curfe Sabina\ eyes ? 
To her Myrtyllo is a vulgar prize* 

SABINA. 
Yet fay, I lov'd ; how loud would cenfure rail, 

So foon to quit the duties of the veil ! 

No, fooner Plays and Op'ras I'd forfwear, 

.And change thefe China jars for Tunbridge ware ; 

Or truft my mother as a Confidant, 

Or fix a friendfhip with my maiden aunt, 

Than till to-morrow throw my weeds away,, 

Yet let me fee him, if he comes to day ? 
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THE 

ESPOUSAL, 

A Sober ECLOGUE 

Between two of the People catted ''Quakers* 

CAL E B. T A BITHA. 

'.NEATH thefhadowofabeaverhiti 
Meek Caleb -at a filent meeting fat j 
His eye balls oft' forgot the holy trance, 
While Takiiba demure, returo'd tha 
glance. 

The meeting ended, Caleb fdence broke, 
And TaMtba her inward yearnings {poke. 

CALEB. 
Beloved, fee how all things follow love, 
.Lamb fondledt lamb, and dove difpotts with dove i 
To*. IL F Y«* 




9 8 ECLOGUES. 

Yet fondled lambs their innocence fecure, 
And none can call the turtle's bill impure i 
O faireft of our lifters, let me be 
The billing dove, and fondling lamtf to thee. 

TABirHA* 
But, Caleb, know that birds of gentle mind 

Elect a mate among the fober kind, 

Not the mockaws, all deck'd inicdrlet £ride, 

Entice their mild and modeft hearts afide ; 

But thou, vain man, beguil'd by Popifh ihows, 

Doateft on ribbands, flounces, furbelows. 

If thy falfe heart be fond of tawdry dyes, 

Go, wed the painted arch in fummer ikies ; 

Such love will like the rainbow's hue decay, 

Strong at the firft, but pafleth foon away. - 

CALEB. 
Name not the frailties of my youthful daja, . 

When vice mif led me through the harlot's ways ; 

When I with wanton look thy fex beheld, 

And nature with each wanton look rebell'd ; 

Then parti-colour'd pride my heart might move 

With lace ; the net to catch unhallow'd love. 

All fuch-like love is fading as the flower, 

Springs in a day, and withereth in an hour : 
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>w I feel the ipoufal love within, 
poufal love no fitter holds a fin. 

TAB IT HA. 
w thou longett for the flaunting maid,. 

"alfhood own, and fay I am betray 'd ; 

ongue of man is blitter'd o'er with lies, 

uth is ever read in woman's eyes ; 

t my lip obey'd a tongue like thine I 

at thine eye bewray'd a love like mine I 

CALEB. 
bitter are thy words ! forbear to teaze* 

might blame*— but love delights to pleafe* 

would I tell thee, that when laft the Am 

id the downy peach of N*wington w 

7 led thee through the garden's walk, 

mingled melting kiffes with his talk t 

ealoufy ! turn, turn thine eyes afide, 

can I fee that watch adorn thy fide ? 

eiily no gift the fitters take 

utt of gain, but for the giver's fake* 

T A B I T H A. 
n > Jofiab gave the golden toy, 
:h did the righteous hand of Quart employ 1 

F a When 
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When Caleb hath affign'd Tome iiappy dtty 9 
I look on this and chide the hours delay : 
And when Jofiah would his love purfue, 
On this I look and fhun his wanton view. 
Man but in vain with trinkets tries to move. 
The only prtfent love demands is love. 

CALEB. 
Ah Tabitba, to hear thefe words of thine 

My pulfe beats high, as if inflam'd with wine ! 
When to the brethren firft with fervent zeal 
Thy fpirit mov'd thy yearnings to reveal, 
How did I joy thy trembling lip to fee 
Red as the cherry from the Kentijb tree ; 
When Extafy had warm'd thy look fo meek, 
Gardens of rofes blufhed on xhy cheek. 
With what fweet tranfport didft thou roll thine eyes, 
How did thy words provoke the brethren's fighs \ 
Words that with holy fighs might others move, 
But, Tab it ba 9 my fighs were fighs of love. 

T A B IT H A. 
Is Tabitba beyond her wifhes bled ? 

Does no proud worldly dame divide thy brcait ? 

Then hqar me, Caleb, witnefs what I fpeak. 

This folenm promife death alone can break ; 

SOOD 
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sr I would bedeck my brow with lace, 

with immodeft fav'rites fhade my face, 

er like Babylon % lewd whore be drcft 

iring di'monds and a fcarlet veft, 

lake a curt'fy in Cathedral pew, 

i prove inconftant, while my Caleb** true. 

CALEB. 
n I prove fidfe, and Tabitha forfake, 
iiers flial! dance a jig at country wake ; 
iren unbeaver'd then (hall bow their head; 
with prophane jnince-pies our babes be fed-. 

T A sitha: 

tat Jofiah were with paffion fir'd, 
in as the zeal of youth when firfl inlpir'd ; 
eady love though he might perfevere, 
hanging as the decent garb we wear, 
thou wert fickle as the wind that blows, 
it as the feather on the head of Beaus ; 
I for thee would all the fex refign, 
TSj take all the reft — — - be Caleb mine. 

CALEB. 
ugh I had all that finful love affords, 
. all the concubines of all the Lords, 

F $ Whof* 
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Whofe couches creak with whoredom's finful (hame, 

Whofe velvet chairs are with adult'ry lame ; 

Ey'n in the harlot's hall, I would not Up 

The dew of lewdnefs from her lying lip ; 

I'd fhun her paths, upon thy mouth to dwell, 

More fweet than powder which the merchants fell j 

O folace me with kifles pure like thine ! 

Enjoy, ye Lords, the wanton concubine, 

The fpring now calls us forth ; come, fifter, f Oj&e^ 

To fee the primrofe and the daify bloom, 

Let ceremony bind the worldly pair, 

Sillers efteem the brethren* word fmcere. 

T A B I T H A. 

Efpoufals are hut forms. O lead me hence, 

For fecret love can never give offence. 

Then, hand in hand the loving mates withdraw/. 
J rue /o*ve is nature unrejirain d by law* 
This tenet all the holy fed allows $ 
> So Tabiiha took earned of a fjpoufe. 
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To my ingenious and worthy Friend 



W~- 



-Efq; 



Author of that celebrated treat t '/e in j olio, 
called the Land-Tax Bill. 




flilEN Poets print their works, thefcrib- 

bling crew 
| Stick the Bard o'er with Bays, like Chrift- 

roas pew i 
Can meagre Poetry fuch faint deferve r 
Can Poetry ; that only writes to flam ? 
And (hall do laurel deck that famous head, 
In which the Senate's anjaual law is bred ? 
That hoary head, which greater glory fires, 
By nobler viayt and means true fame acqyires. 

F J O 
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O had I FirgiPs force to fing the man, 
Whofe learned lines can millions raife per *wt. 
Great L— his praife (hould fwdl the trump of fattft 
/nd Rapes and Wapentakes refound his name. 

If the blind Poet gain'd a long renown 
By finging ev'ry Grecian chief and town ; 
Sure L — his profe much greater fame requires, 
"Which fweetly counts five thoufand Knights and Squiso, 
Their feats, their cities, pariihes and (hires* 

Thy copious Preamble (o fmoothly runs, 
Taxes no more appear like legal duns, 
Lords, Knights, and Squires th' Afleffors power obey, 
We read with pleafure, though with pain we pay. 

Ah why did C — thy works defame 1 
That author's long harangue betrays his name 3 
After his fpeeches can his pen fucceed ? 
Though forc'd to hear, we're not obliged to read 

Under what fcience lhall thy works be read ? 
All know thou wert not Poet bom and bred ; 
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doft tfaoa boaft th* Hiftorian's lading pen, 
H)fe annals are the Afis of worthy men r 
'. Satyr is thy talent ; and each lath 
kes the rich Mifer tremble o'er his cafli ; 
tat on the Drunkard can be more fevere, 
an direful taxes on his ale and beer ? 

i 

Sv'n Button's Wits are nought compar'd to thee, 

10 ne'er were known or prais'd but o'er his Tea, ' 

aile Thou through Britntn\ diflant ifle (halt fpread* 

ev^ry Hundred and Divifion read. 

ticks in ClaJJtcks oft' interpolate, 

: ev'ry word of thine is fix'd as Fate, 

ne works come forth at noon, but die at night 

blazing fringes round a tallow light, 

ne may perhaps to a whole week extend, 

:e 5 — (when unafiifted by a friend) 

: thou (halt live a year in fpite of fate ; 

d where's your author boafts a longer date ? 

?ts of old had fuch a wondrous power, 

at with their verfes they could raife a tower ; 

: in thy Profe a greater force is found ; 

lat Poet ever rais'd ten thoufand pound ? 

Cadmus 
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Cadmus, by lowing dragons teeth, we read, 
Kais'd « vail army from the pois'now feed. 
Thy labours, L — ■ , can greater wonders doj. 
Thou raifeft armies, and caoft pay them too. 
Trace with thy dreaded pen ; thy Annals ceaJe i 
Why need we armies when the land's in peace ? 
Soldiers are perfect devils in their way. 
When once they're rais'd, they're ciu&d bard, to lay. 
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j$n ELEGY. 



p Ong had Pantbea felt Love's fecret fmart, 
— ' And hope and fear alternate rul'd her- heart j , 
onfenting glances had her flame confeft; . 
n woman's eyes her vory foul's exprefl) 
rjur'd Alexis (aw the blufhing maid; 
e (aw, he f wore, he conqaer'd and betray *d : 
lother love now calls him from her arms, 
is fickle heart another beauty warms ; 
bofe oaths oft whifper'd vok.?anthaC% ears, , 
e now again to Galatea fwears; 
:neath a beech th' abandon'd virgin laid, 
grateful folitude enjoys the ihade ; 
bere with faint voice roe breath'd thefe moving ftraina,, 
Tule fighing Zephyrs (harsher am'rous pains, 

Pale* 
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Pale fettled forrow hangs upon my brow, 
Dead are my charms ; Alexis breaks his vow ! 
Think, think,! dear ihepherd, pa the days you knew, 
When I was happy when my fwain was true ; 
TJiink how thy looks and tongue are fQrnVd to more, 
And think yet more— that all my fault was love. 
Ah, could you view me in this wretched ftate ! 
You might nbf love me, but you could not hate. 
Could you behold me in this confeious (hade, 
Where firft thy vows, where drk my love was patf, 
Worn out with watching, fullen whh defpair, 
And fee each eye fwell witji a gufhing tear } 
Could you behold me on this mofiy bed, 
From my pale cheek the liveiy crimfon fled, s 
Which in my fofter hours you oft have fwonp, 
With rofy beauty far aut-blufh'd the morn % 
Could you untouch'd this wretched object bear, 
And would not loft Pantbea claim a tear I 
You could not fure — tears from your eyes would Ileal, 
And unawares thy tender foul reveal. 
Ah no ! — thy foul with crueky is fraught, 
No tendernefs difturbs thy lavage thought, 
Sooner (hall tigers fpare the trembling lambs, 
And .wolves with pity hear their bleating dams; 
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oner fhall vultures from their quarry fly, 
ban falfe Alexis for Pantbea iigh. 
by bofom ne'er a tender thought confeft ; 
re ftubborn flint has arm'd thy cruel bread \ 
t hardell flints are worn by frequent rains, 
id the loft drops diflblve their folid veins j 
hile thy relentlcfs heart more hard appears, 
id is not foften'd by a flood of tears. 

Ah, what is love I Pantbea** joys are gone, 
r liberty, tier peace, her reafon flown ! 
d when I view me in the watry gjafs, 
nd Pantbea now, not what (he was. 
northern winds the new blown rofes blatt, 
d on the ground their fading ruins call $ 
fudden blights corrupt the ripen'd grain, 
d of its verdure fpoil the mournful plain # 
haplefs love on blooming features preys, 
haplefe love deftroys our peaceful days. 

^ome, gentle deep, relieve thefe weary M eyes, 

iorrow in thy foft embraces dies : 

ere, fpice ot all thy perjur'd vows, I find 

thlefs Alexis languifhingiy kind; 

Some- 
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Sometimes lie leads me by the mazy ftream. 
And pleafingly deludes me in my dream ; 
Sometimes he guides me to the fecret grove, 
Where all our looks, and all our talk is love. 
Oh, could I thus confume each tedious day, 
And in fweet {lumbers dream my life away ; 
But fleep, which now no more relieves thefe eyes,. 
To my fed foul the dear deceit denies. 

Why does the fun dart forth his chearful rays V 
Why do the woods refound with warbling lays? 
Why does the rofe her grateful fragrance yield,. 
And yellow cowflips paint the failing field ? 
Why do the dreams with munn'ring mufick flow, 
And why do groves their friendly {hade beftow ? 
Let fable clouds the chearful fun deface, 
Let mournful filence feize the feathered race ; 
No more, ye rofes, grateful fragrance yield, - 
Droop, droop, ye cowflips, in the blafted field ; 
No more, ye ftreams, with munn'ring mufick flow, 
And let not groves a friendly fhade beftow : 
With fympathizing grief let nature mourn, 
An4 never know the youthful fpring's return-; 
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lull I never more Alexis fee 1 
what is fpring, or grove or ftream tome ? 

hy rport the Hupping kmbs on yonder plain ? 
do the birds their tuneful voices (train ? 
frifk thofe Iidfcn in the cooling grove r 
' happier life is ignorant of low. 

I lead me to feme melancholy cave, 
ill ray forrows in a living grave, 

the dark rock where daflung waters fall, 
■reepbg ivy hangs the craggy wall, 
c I may waile in tears my hours away, 
icver know the feafons or the day. 

die, Pantbta fly this hateful grow, 

'hat is lift without the Swain I love? 
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A R A M I N TA 

An E L E G Y. 

NOW Phatus rofe^and with his early beams 
Wak'd (lumb'ring Delia ffom her pleating diCNtf 
Her wiflies by her fancy were fupply'd, 
And in her deep the nuptial knot was ty'd. 
With fecret joy fhe faw the morning ray 
Chequer the floor, and through the curtains play; 
The happy morn that (hall hpx blifs compleat, 
And all her rivals envious hopes defeat. 
In hafte (he rofe ; forgetful of her pray'rs, 
Flew to the glafs, and practis'd o'er her airs : 
Her new-fet jeweb round her robe are plac'd, 
Some in a brilliant buckle bind her waift ; 
Some round her neck a circling light difplay, 
Some in her hair diffufea trembling ray ; 
The diver knot o'erlooks the Mechlen lace, 

And adds becoming beauties to her face : 

Brocaded 
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flow'rs o'er the gay mantcau fhine, * 
-afcad the rich flays her taper lhape confine : 
Thus all her drefs exerts a graceful pride, v 
* And {porting Loves furround th' expefting bride, 
For Daphtds now attends the blufhing maid, 
Before the Pried their folemn vows are paid ; 
This day which ends at once all Delia's cares, 
Shall fwell a thoafand eyes with fecret tears. 
Ceafe, Araminta, 'tis in vain to grieve, 
Canft thou from Hymn's bond: the youth retrieve i 
Difdain his perj'ries, and 410 longer mourn: 
Recall nay love, and find a fure return. 

But ftill the wretched maid no comfort know$, 
And with Refentment cherifhes her woes ; 
Alone fhe pines, and in thefe mournful (trains* 
Of T>afhnis s vows, and her own fate complains. 

Was it for this I fparkled at the P/aj, 
And loiter M in the Ring whole hours away/ 
When if thy chariot in the circle (hone, 
Our mutual paflion by our looks was known : 
Through the gay croud my watchful glances flew, 
W here-e'er I pais thy grateful eyes purine. 

4* 
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Like death, his nuptials all my hope remove, 
And ever part me from the man I love. 

Ah faithlefs youth I too well you f*w tuy pami 
For eyes the language of the foul explain* 

O might I by my cruel fate be thrown, 
In fome retreat far from this hateful, town f 
Vain drefs and glaring equipage, adieu! 
Let happier nymphs thofe empty mows purfuc, 
Me, let fome melancholy (hade furround, 
Where not the print of human ftep is found. 
In the gay dance my feet no more ihall move, 
But bear me faintly through the lonely grove ; 
No more thefe hands ihall oe'r the fpinnet bound, 
And from the deeping firings call forth the found ; 
Mufick adieu, farewell Italian airs ! 
The croaking raven now ihall footh my cares. 
On fome old ruine loft in thought I reft, 
And think how Aratninta once was bled } 
There o'er and o'er thy letters I perufe, 
And all my grief in one kind fentence lofe, 
Some tender line by chance my woe beguiles, 
And on my cheek a ihort-liv'd pleafure fmilei j 

i 
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Why is this dawn bf joy ? flow tears again j 
Vain arethefe oaths, and all thefe vows are vain ; 
Dapbmsy alas ! the Gordian knot has ty'd, 
tio force nor canning can the band divide 

Ab faithlefs joutb ! finct ges tbe foul explain, 
Wby knew I not that artful tongue could feign t 




AN 

ELEGY on a LAP-DOG. 

O HOCK\ fate I mourn ; poor Shock is now no more, 

*** Ye Mufes mourn, ye chamber-maids deplore. 

Unhappv Shock ! yet more unhappy Fair, 

Doom'd to furvive thy joy and only care ! 

Thy wretch'd fingers now no more mall deck, 

And tye the fav'rite ribband round his neck ; 

No more thy hand (hall fmooth his glofly hair, 

And comb the wavings of' his pendent ear. 

Vet ceafe thy flowing grief, fbrfaken maid ; 

All mortal pleafures in a moment' fade : 

Our 
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Our Cured hope is in an hour deftroy'd, 

And love, bed gift of heav'n, not long enjoy'd. 

Methinks I fee her frantick with defpair, 
Her ftreaming eyes, wrung hands, and flowing 
Her Mechlen pinners rent the floor beftrow, 
And her torn fan gives real figns of woe. 
Hence Superftition that tormenting gueft, 
That haunts with fanfy'd fears the coward breaft; 
No dread events upon this fate attend, 
Stream eyes no more, no more thy trefles rend. 
Tho' certain omens oft forewarn a date, 
And dying lions (how the monarch's fate ; 
Why mould fuch fears bid CeUa% forrow rife t 
For when a Lap-Dog falls no lover dies. 

Ceafe, Celia, ceafe; reftrain thy flowing tears, 
Some warmer paffion will difpel thy cares. 
In man you'll find a more fubilantial blifs, 
More grateful toying, and a fweeter kifs. 

lie's dead, Oh lay him gently in the ground ! 
And may his tomb be by this vexfe renown'd. 
Here Shock, the pride of all his kind is laid -, 
Who fwwrid like man % but nc\r like man betrafd* 
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T O A 

Ming Lady* with fome Lampreys, 

r I TH lovers 'twas of old the fafhion 

By presents to convey their paffion : 
atter what the gift they fent, 
jsAy (aw that love was meant 
italanta, as a favour, 

the boar's head her Hero gave her ; 
:otdd the briftly thing affront her, 
s a fit prefent from a hunter, 
1 Squires fend woodcocks to the dame, 
ires to fhow their abfent flame : 

by a (hip of woven hair, 
ified lockets bribe the fair ; 

many mercenary matches, 

i fprnng from Di'mond-rings and watches \ 

iold— a ring, a watch, a locket, 

Id drain at once a Poet's pocket ; 

tiould fend fongs that coft him nought* 

ev'n be prodigal of thought. 

o i. II. G Why 
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N ?* 



Why then fend Lampreys \ fy, ^^ftrocU/, 
♦Twill fet a virgin^ s bfoo4 c* $U5vJ^_, <^ w - 
This to fifteen a proper gift ! 
It might lend fixty-five a life: 

■ ■ ■ - » 

I know your maiden Aunt will fcotd. 
And think my preftnt fomewhtt tofeb i 
I fee her lift her hand* and eyes;- - . 



' What eat it, Niece) eat Sfarnjh fifes! . 
' Lampreys a mod immodeft diet : 
' You'll neither wajce nor fieep in qjufct* , 
4 Should I to-night eat Sago cream}! ■ " • ' ■ 
4 'Twould make me blufh to tell my tbfcam ? 

* If I eat Lobfter, 'tis fo warming* 

' That ev'ry man I fee looks charming ; 
' Wherefore had not the filthy fellawi 

* Laid Rocbefter upon your pillow ? ' 

4 I vow and fwear, I think the prcfcnt 

* Had been a6 modeA and as decent 

• Who has her virtue in her power ? 

* Each day has its unguarded hour i 



,t • 
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ays in danger of nodding ; 

faVvn, a fhiimp may prove oar mini' 

"he fhepherdefs, who lives on fallal, 
cool her youth, controuls her palate j 
Id Dianas Maids turn liqu'rifh livers, 
I of huge lampreys rob the rivers, 
m all befide each glade and Viflo 
fd fee Nymphs lying like Califio. 

?he man who meant to heat your blood* 
xls not himfelf fuch vicious food—* 

this, 1 own, your Aunt is clear, 
you what I well might fpare : 
Acn I fee you, (without joking) 
eyes, lips, breads are fo provoking, 
fet my heart more cock-a-hoop, 
could whole fcas of cray-fifh foupe. 



<5* PRO- 
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PROLOGUE, 

Defign'd for the P aft oral Tragedy of DioKt 

THERE was a time (Oh were thofe days renew'd!) 
Ere tyrant laws had woman's will fubdu'd ; 
Then nature rul'd, and love devoid of art, 
Spoke the confenting language of the heart. 
Love uncontrourd f infipid poor delight I 
'Tis the reftraint that whets oar appetite. 
Behold the beads who range the forefts free, 
Behold the birds who fly from tree to tree ; 
In their amours fee nature's power appear f 
And do they love ? Yes — One month in the year. 
Were thefe the pleafures of the golden reign ? 
And did free nature thus indraft the fwain? 
I envy not, ye nymphs, your am'rous bowers : 
Such harmlefe fwains ? I'm ev'n content with oun. 
But yet there's fomething in thefe fylvan fcenes 
That tells our fancy what the lover means ; 
Name but the mofly bank, and moon-like grove, 

Is there a heart that does not beat with love ? 

To- 
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night we treat you with fuch country fare, 
for your lovers fake our author fpare. 
iws no Hemjkirk boors, or home bred clowns, 
e (oft (hepherds of Arcadia** downs. 

ten Paris on the three his judgment pafs'd ; 
r, you'll own the fhepherd fhow'd his tafte : 
foiv, all know, was a good judge of beauty, 
made the nymph Califio break her duty : 
was the country nymph no aukward thing, 
hat ftrange revolutions time can bring ! 

: flill methinks our author's fate I dread, • 
it not fafer beaten paths to tread 
ragedy ; than o'er wide heaths to dray, 
eeking ftrange adventures lofe his way ? 

umpet's clangor makes his Heroine dart, * 

ears the foldier from her bleeding heart ; 

: ooli(h bard ! nor pomp or (how regards. 

out the witnefs of a hundred guards 

-overs (igh their vows. ■ ■ if deep (hould take y% 

as no battle, no loud drum to wake ye. 

:, no fuch (hifts \ there's danger in't, 'tis true ) 

pare him, as he gives you fomething new. 

G 3 Sweet 
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Sweet W I L L I A M'j FanwsL 
to Black-efd SUSAN. 

yf BALLAD. 
I. 

A L L in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
-**■ The ftreamers waving in the wind, 

When black- ey'd Sufau came aboard, 
Oh I where fhall I my true love find [ 
Tell, me, ye jovial Tailors, tell me true, 
If my fweet William fails among the crew* 

II. 

William, who high upon the yard, 

Rock'd with the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

He figh'd and call his eyes below : 
The cord Aides fwifdy through his glowing hands, 
And (quick as lightning) on the deck he (bods. 

III. 
So the fweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 

Shuts clofe his pinioas to his breaft, 

(i 
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If, chance, his mate's fhrill call he hear) 

And drops at once into her Deft, 
e nobleft Captain in the Britijb fleet, 
ght envy WHl\a*C% Kp thofe kiffes fweec 

IV. 
O Sufatt, $*fan 9 lovely dear, 

My vows (hall ever true remain ; - 
Let me ki& off that falling tear, 

We only part to meet again* 
lange, as ye lift, ye winds } my heart (hall be 
le faithful compafs that ftill points to thee. 

-V. 
Believe not what the landmen fay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conftant mind : 
They'll tell thee, feilow, when away, 

In ev'ry port a tniftrefi And. 
*s, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo, 
>r thou art prefent wherefoe'er I go. 

If to far India's coaft we feil* 

Thy eyes are fqm in di'mood* height,. 

Thy breath is Afiwsfjgkf gafe,- 
Thy fkin is ivory fo white. 

G 4. 1W 
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Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view. 
Wakes in my foul fome charm of lovely Su*. 

VII. 

Though battle call me from thy arms. 

Let not my pretty Sufan mourn ; 
Though cannons roar, yet fafe from harms, 

William (hall to his Dear return. 
Love turns afide the balls that round me fly, 
Led precious tears fhould drop from Su/ofs eye. 

VIII. 
The boatfwain gave the dreadful word. 

The fails their fwelling boforo fpread, 
No longer mud (he (lay aboard : 

They: kifs'd, (he figh'd, he hung his head ; 
Her lefs'ning boat, unwilling rows to land : 
Adieu, (he cries ! and w.av'd her lily hand. 
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THE 

LADTs LAM EN TAT ION. 

m 

A B A L L A D. 
I. 

f) HTLLIDA, that lov'd to dream 
In the grove, or by the ftream ; 
Sigh'd on velvet pillow. 
What, alas ! fhould fill her head 
But a fountain or a mead, 
Water and a willow ? 

II. 
Love in cities never dwells, 

He delights in rural cells 

Which fwect wood-bine covers. 
What are your AJfemblus then ? 
There, 'tis true, we fee more men ? 

But much fewer lovers. 

III. 

Oh, how cliang'd the profpeft grows ! 

Flocks and herds to Fops and Beaus, 

Coxcombs without number ! 

G 5 Moon 
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Moon and (tars that (hone fo bright, 
To the torch and waxen light,. 
And whole nights at Ombre. 

IV. 
Pleafant as it is, to hear 

Scandal tickling in our ear, 

Ev'n of our own mothers ; 
In the chit-chat of the day, 
To us is pay'd, when we're away,. 

What we lent to others. 

V, 

Though the fav'rite Toaft I reign; 

Wine, they fay, that prompts the vain>. 

Heightens defamation. 
Muft I live 'twixt fpight and fear, 
EvVy day grow handfomer, 

And lofe my reputation ^ 

VI. 

Thus the fair to (ighs gave way, 

Her empty purfe befide her lay. 

Nympth, ah ceafe thy forrow. 
Though curft fortune frown to-night ;. 
This odious town can give delight 

If you win to-morrow. 



DAMO 
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DAMON apd CUPID. 

* 

A SONG. 
I, 

TH E fun was now withdrawn, 
The fhepherds home were- fped y 
The moon wide o'er the lawn 

Her Giver mantle fpread ; 
When Damon ftaid behind, ' * 

And fanter'd in the grove. ... 
Will ne'er a nymph be kind, 
And give me love for love* 

ir. 

Oh ? thofe were golden hours, 

When Love devoid of cares, 
In all Arcadia's bow'rs 

Lodg'd fwains and nymphs by pairs ! 
Bat now from wood and plain 
Wry fprighty lafs, 
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No joys for me remain, 
In fhades, or on the graft. 

III. 
The winged boy draws near, 

And thus the fwain reprove?; 
While beauty revel'd here, 

My game lay in the groves ; 
At Court I never fail 

To fcatter round my arrows, 
Men fall as thick as hail ; 

And maidens love like fparrows. 

IV. 
Then, fwain, if me you need, 

Straight lay your (heep-hook down; 
Throw by your oaten reed, 

And hade away to town. 
So well I'm known at Court, 

None ask where Cupid dwells ; 
But readily refort 

To B rt or L //•*. 
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)APHNIS and CHLOE. 

AS O N G. 
I. 

^xJfhnis flood penfivc in the fhade, 

With arms acrois, and head reclin'd ; 
lie looks accus'd the cruel maid, 

And fighs relieved his love- fie k mind : 

is tuneful pipe all broken lay, 

ooks, fighs, and a&ions Teemed to fay, 

My Chios is unkind. 

II. ' 
fhy ring the woods with warbling throats ? 

Ye larks, ye linnets, ceafe your flrains ; 
faintly hear in your fweet notes, 

My Cbloe% voice that wakes my pains : 

et why fhould you your fong forbear ? 

our mates delight your fong to hear, 

But Cbloe mine difdaint . 

As 
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ill. 

As, thus he meJ4ncjjol^flgQfl t ,.,,-, - ^. 

Dey^ed ts the lonrfy^or^*. J .. 
Sweet founds broke gently through the wood* 

I fepi the found : my- heart- firings move. 
*Twas not the' nightingale that fung ; 
No. *Tis my Cbloe*$ fweeter tongue* 

Hark, hark, what fays my love ! 

IV. 

How foolifli is the nymph (me cries) 

Who trifles with her. lover's pain ! 
Nature ftill fpeaks in woman's pyes, 

Our artful lips were made to feign. 
O DafbniSy Dapbnis, 'twas my pride, 
*Twas not my heart thy love deny'd. 

Come back, dear youth, again. 

V. 

As t'other day my hand he feiz'd, 

My blood with thrilling motion flew : 
Sudden I put on looks difpleas'd, 
f And hafty from his hold withdrew. 
'Twas fear alone, thou iimple {wain. 
Then hadil thou preft my hand again, 

My heart had yielded too ! 
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ris true thy tuneful reed I blam'd, 

^al^BQi; thy fkill in fong defamed, 
That lip (hould other pleafures feek : 
luch, much thy mufick I approve ; 
'ct break thy pipe, for more I love, 
r Much mpre to hear thee fpeak* 

VI. 
fy heart forbodes that I'm betrayed, 

Dapbnis I fear is ever gone ; . 
•aft night with Delia's dog he play*d r 

Love by fuch trifles firft comes on. 
Tow, now, dear fhepherd, come away, 
\y tongue would now my heart obey- 

Ah Chloe y thou art won ! 

VII. 
Tie youth ftep'd forth with hafly pace* 

And found where wifhing Chloe lay ; 
hame fudden lighten'd in her face, 

Confus'd, jhe knew not what to fay. 
X laft in broken words, fhe cry'd ; 
'o- morrow* you in vain had try'd^ 

But I am loft to-day. ! 
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CON TEMPLATION 

O N 

NIGHT. 

"IT 7Hether amid the gloom of night I ftray, 
* * Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 
Still Nature's various face informs my fenfe, 
Of an all-wife, all-pow'rful Providence. 

When the gay fun firft breaks the (hades of night, 
And ftrikes the diftant eaftern hills with light, 
Colour returns, the plains their kVry wear, 
And a bright verdure clothes the fmiling year ; 
The blooming flow'rs with opening beauties glow*, 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces {how, 

The 
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The barren cliffs with chalky fronts arife, 
And A pare azure arches o'er the ikies. 
But when the gloomy reign of night return?, 
Stript of her fading pride all nature mourns : 
The trees no more their wonted verdure boaft, 
$ut weep in dewy tears their beauty loll ; 
^io diftant landfkips draw our curious eyes, 
"Wrapt in night's robe the whole creation lies. 
Yet ftOIj, ev'n now, while darknefs clothes the land, 
We view the traces of th' almighty hand ; 
Millions of ftars in heav'ns wide vault appear, 
And with new glories hang the boundlefs fphere : 
The filver Moon her weftern couch-forfakes, 
And o'er the ikies her nightly circle makes, 
Her folid globe beats back the funny rays, 
And to the world her borrowed light repays. 

Whether thofe ftars that twinkling luflre fend, 
Are funs, and rolling worlds thofe funs attend, 
Man may conjecture, and new fchemes declare, 
Yet all his fy ftcms but conjectures are ; 
But this we know, that heav Vs eternal King, 
Who bid this univerfe from nothing fpring, 



Can 



l 3 . „r,Jbid nuni'rous worlds appear, 
** L, worlds th* all-pow'rful PW ihall hear. 

When to the weftern main the fun defends, 
To other lands a rifing day he lends, 
The Spreading dawn another (hepherd fpies, 
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds arife, 
Refrefh'd, the peafant feeks his early toil, 
And bids the plow correct the fallow foil, 
While we in deep's embraces wade the night, 
The climes oppos'd enjoy meridian light ; 
And when thofe lands the bufy fun foriakes, 
With us again the ro(y morning wakes ; 
In lazy deep the night rolls fwift away, 
And neither clime laments his abfent ray* 



When the pure foul is from the body flown, 
No more ihall night's alternate reign be known : 
The fun no more (hall rolling light bellow, 
But from th' Almighty ftreams of glory flow. 
Oh, may fome nobler thought my fouj employ 
Than empty, traniient, fublunary joy ! 
The flars (hall drop, the fun ihall lofe his flame, 
But thou, O God, for ever thine the fame. 



s 
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r H O U G H T 

O N 

E T E R N J TT. 

^ R E the foundations of the world were laid, 
-* Ere kindling light th' Almighty word obey'd, 
boa wert ; and when the fubterraneous flame 
all burft its prifbn, and devour this frame, 
om angry heav'n when die keen lightning flies^ 
hen fervent heat diflblves the melting ikies, 
iou Hill (halt be ; ftill, as thou wert before, 
id know no change, when time fhall be no more* 
endlefs thought ! divine eternity ! 
i* immortal foul (hares but a part of thee ; 

For 
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For thou wert prefent when our life began, 
When the warm duft (hot up in breathing man. 

Ah ! what is life ? with ills incompafsM round, 
Amidft oifr hopes, Fate ftrikes the fudden wound : 
To day the ftatefman of new honour dreams, 
To morrow death deftroys his airy Schemes ; 
Is mouldy treafure in thy cheft connVd ; 
Think all that treafure thou mud leave behind ; 
Thy heir with fmiles (hall view thy blazon'd herfe, 
And all thy hoards with lavifh hand difperfe. 
Should certain fate th' impending blow delay, 
Thy mirth will ficken, and thy bloom decay ; 
Then feeble age will all thy nerves difarm, 
No more thy blood its narrow channels warm. 
Who then would wifh to ftretch this narrow fpan, 
To fuffer life beyond the date of man ? 

The virtuous foul purfues a nobler aim, 
And life regards but as a fleeting dream : 
She longs to wake, and wifhes to get free, 
To lanch from earth into eternity. 
For while the boundlefs theme extends our thought, 
Ten thou&nd thoufand rolling years are nought. 

J 
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My own EPITAPH 

I F £ is a jeft ; and all things (how it, 
' I thought fo once ; bat now I know it. 




DIONE. 
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Paftoral Tragedy. 



*/■■ ■ ■ ■ Sunt numina amantu 

» . * 

I Stevit et injujtd lege reliSta Venus. 

\ • Tibull. Eleg. 5 . Lib. 1. 
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D I O'N E. 

© let my fool with grateful thanks o'erflowf 
"Hs to thy hand my daily life I owe. 
Like the weak lamb you rais'd me from the plain, 
Too faint to bear bleak winds and beating rain ; 
Each day I (hare thy. bowl and clean repaft, 
Each night thy roof defends the chilly blaft. 
But vain is all thy friendfliip, vain thy care : 
forget a wretch abandon'd to defpair. 

LAURA. 

Defpair will fly thee, when thou (halt impart 

The fatal fecret that torments thy heart ; 

Difclofe thy forrows to my faithful ear, 

Inftruft thefe eyes to give thee tear for tear. 

Love, love's the caufe ; our forefts fpeak thy flame, 

The rocks have learnt to figh Evander's name. 

If raltring fliame thy .bafhf ul tongue reftrain, 

If thou hail look'd, and blufh'd, and figh'd in vain ; 

Say, in what grove thy lovely fhepherd ftrays, 

Tell me what mountains warble with his lays; 

Thither Til fpeed me, and with moving art 

Dmw ftrft confejfions'iraai his melting heart. 

DION 
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X> I ON E. 

ray generous care has touch'd my fecret woe. 
Love bids thtfe fealdiqg tears ineeflant flow, 
[11- fated love f O, fey, ye fy Ivan maids, 
Who range wide ferefts and feqoefter'd (hades, *. 
Say where E<y*hder*\Acd, point out the ground 
That yet is purple with die favage wound, 
fonder he lies ; I hear the bird of prey ; 
High o'er thofe cliffs the raven wings his way ; 
Elark how he croaks ! he (cents the murder near/ 
may no greedy beak his vifage tear f 
Shield him, ye Cupids ; ftrip the Papbian grove, 
And ftrow unfading myrtle o'er my love ! 
Down, heaving heart. 



L AV R A. 

■^The mournful taje difcldfe. 



DION E. 

Let not my tears intrude bn thy fepqfe. 

Vet if thy friendftiip ftill the caufe tcqueft | 

111 fpeak i though $r*ow r$nd ipy }abVfcjr£rjeaJh 

~H •% Know 
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Know then, fair fhepherdefs ; no honefl fwain 
Taught me the duties of the peaceful plain ; 
Unus'd to fweet content, no flocks Iikeep, 
Nor browzing goats that overhang the deep. 
Born where Orcfromcnos* proud turret* (blue; 
I trace my birth frtim long iUuftrious line, 
Why was I train'd amidft Arcadia's ' Court ? 
Love ever revels in that gay refort ; 
Whene'er Evander paft, my fmitten heart 
Heav'd frequent fighs, and felt unufual (mart. 
Ah ! hadft thou feen with what fweet grace he mov'd 
Yet why that wifli ? for Laura then had'lov'd. 

L.AV R J. 

• * ■ 

Diftruft me not ; thy fecret wrongs impart. 

D I O N E. 

Forgive the (allies of a breaking heart, 

Evander's fighs his mutual flame confefr, 

The growing paflion labour'd in his bread ; 

To me he came ; my heart with rapture fprung, 

To fee the blufties, when his falt'ring tongue 

Firft (aid, I love. My eyes confent reveal. 

And plighted vows our faithful paflion feal. 

Whci 
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Where's now the lovely youth ? he's loft, heVflain, 
And the pale corfe lies breathlefs on the plain 1* 

L A U R A. 

Are thus the hopes of conftant lovers paid h 

If thus ■ ye Powers, from love defend, the maid ! 

D I O N E. 

Now have twelve mornings warm'd the purple eaft, 
Since my dear hunter rouz'd the tufky beaft ; 
Swift flew the foaming monfter through the wood, 
Swift as the wind, his eager fteps purfu'd : 
Twas then the lavage turned ; then, fell the youth, . 
And his dear blood diftain'd the barb'rous tooth. 

LAURA. 

Was there none near ? no ready fuccour found ? 
Nor healing herb to flanch the fpouting wound ? 

D 10 N E. 

In vain through pathlefs wood the hunters croft, 
And fought with anxious eye their matter loft; 
In vain their frequent hollows echo'd thrill, 
And his lov'd name was fent from hill to hill ; 

H 3 Evande? 
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E<vamkr hears you not. He's loft, he's Daih^ 
Aad the pile corfe lies' breathlefs on the plaim. 

% LAURA 

Has yet no cldwh (who, wandring from the way,. 
Beat* ev'ty bufli to rarife the lamb airray) 
Qbferv'd the fatal fpot ? 

D I O N E* 
■ ■!■■■ ii O, if ye pafs 



Where purple murder dies the wither'd graft,. 

With pious finger gently clofe his eyes, 

And let his grave with* decent verdure rife. . [W"5 

tAU'RA.' 

Behold the turtle who; has; loft her mate : 
Awhile with drooping wings fhe mourns his fate, 

Sullen, awhile fhe feeks jhe darkeft grove, . 

.j fl ' > \ \. .. *. » 

And cooing meditates the murder'd dove ; 
But time the rueful intage'weart away, 
Again fhe's chear'd, again fhe feeks the day. 
Spare then thy beauty, and no longer pine. 



D 1,0 N E. 
Yet fure foine turtle's love has equalPd mine, 



W 



D I O N 2£ 151 

Who, when the hawk has fnateh'd her mate away, 
Hath never known the glad return of day. 

When my fond father faw my faded eye ; 
And on my livid cheek the rofes dye ; 
When catching fighs my wafted bofom mov'd,. 
My looks, my fighs confirmed him that I lov'cL 
He knew not that E*vander was my flame,. 
Squander dead ! my paffion ftHl the fame J 
He came, hethreatned; wkh paternal fway 
Cleanthej nam'd, and fix'd the nuptial day :- 

cruel kindnefs ! top fever^ly preft ! 

1 fcorn his honours, and his wealth deteft 

L AU R A, 
How vain is force ! Love ne'er can be compell'dl 

D 10 N E. 

Though bound by duty, yet my heart rebell'd; 

One night, when fleep had huftYd all bufy fpies, 

And the pale moon had journey'd half the ikies;- 

Softly I rofe and dreft ; with filent tread, 

Unbarr'd the gates ; and to thefe mountains fled. 

Here let me footh the melancholy hours ! 

Clofeme, ye woods, within your twilight bow'rs ! 

tt * WJierr 
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Where my calm foul may fettled forrow know, 

And no Cleantbes interrupt my woe 

[Melancholy mufick is beard at a dijlanct. 

With importuning love— —On yonder plain 

Advances flow a melancholy train ; 

Black Cyprefs boughs their drooping heads adorn. 

L A U R A. 

Alas ! Menalcas to his grave is born. 

Behold the vic"ttm of Partbexia's pride ! 

He.faw, hefigh'd, helov'd, was fcom'4 and dy'd* 

D I O N E. 

Where dwells this beauteous tyrant of the plaint I 
Where may I fee her ? 

LAURA. 

■ ■ ■ ■ ■■■■■■■■ Afk the iighing fwains. 
They belt can fpeak the cbnquefts of her eyes, 
Y* hoever fees her, loves ; who loves her, dies. 

DIONS. 

Perhaps untimely fate her flame hath croft, 
And Jhe, like me, hath her E<vander loft. 

Hov 



D I O N E. 

' my fonl pities her I 



-If pity move 



: generous bolero, pity thofe who lore. 
■e late arriv'd among our fy Ivan race 
anger fhepherd, who with lonely pace 
3 thofe mountain pines at dawn of day, 
re oft' Parthatia take* her early way, 
oufe the chafe ; mad with his am'rous pain, 
iops and raves \ then fallen walks again. 
henia'i name is' bom by pafimg gales, 
talking hills repeat it to the dales. 
e, let us from this vale of forrow go, 
let the mournful fcene prolong thy woe. 




Hi. 
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♦SCENE IL 

She' herds and Shepherdejes (cro*wn*d nmtb garlank f ' 
Cyprefs and Yew) bearing 'the tody of MeoalcBS. 

v S H E PN E R D. 

Here gently reft the corfe ——With fakring breath. 
Thus fpake hlenalcas on the verge of death. 

* Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend ; 

* See where yon hilh with craggy brows a&end^ 
*■ Low in the valley where the mountain grows,. 

* There firft I faw her, there began my woes. 

* When I am cold, may there this clay be laid;. 

* There often ftrays the dear the cruel maid, 

' There as (he walks, perhaps you'll hear her fay,. 
' (While a kind gulhing tear fhall force its way) 
4 How could my ftubbom heart relentlefs prove ? 
' Ah poor Menalcas — - all thy fahlt was love \ 

* This and the following Scene are formed upon tfc 
novel of Marcelk in Don Quixote. 

2l8 H £.P* 



2 SHEPHERD. 

en pitying lions o'er a Carcafe groan, 
hungry tigers bleeding kids bemoan ; ; 
sn the lean wolf laments the mangled fheep ;> 
n (hall Fartbtma oVr Menalcas weep. 

r S H E P HER D. 

»n famim-d panthers- feek their morning food;* 
monfters roar along the defart wood ; 
sn himng vipers ruftle through the-brake, 
n the path- way rears the fpeckled fnake ; 
wary fwain th' approaching peril fpies, 
through fome diftant road fecurely flies, 
then, ye fwainy from bcaity's frer .wound ;• 
i was the fate our poor Menalcas found ! 

2 $ H EPH E R D. 

it fhepherd does not moora Mtnalcas {Iain ? 
d by a barb'rous woman's proud difdain ! 
>e'er attempts to. bend her fcomful mind,- 
:s to tht.defarts, and purfues the wind. 

I { SrHE* 



ijt D I N E. 

i SHEPHERD. 

With ev'iy grace Meualcas was endow'd* 

His'merits dazled all the fylvan croud. 

If you would know his pipe's melodipus founds 

Afk all the echoes of thefe hills around, 

For they have learnt his ftrains ; who fhall rehearfe 

The flrength, the cadence of his tuneful verfe ? 

Go, read thofe lofty poplars ; there you'll find 

Some tender fonnet grow on evYy rind. 

2 SHEPHERD. 

Yet what avails his (kill ? Partbenia flies. 
Can merit hope fuccefs in woman's eyes ? 

i SHEPHERD. 

Why was Partbenia form'd of fofteft mold ; 
Why does her heart fuch favage nature hold ? 
O ye kind gods ! or all her charms efface, 
Or tame her heart ■ fo (pare the fhepherd race 

2 SHEPHERD. 

As fade the flowers which on the grave I caft ; 

So may Partbma't traniicnt beauty wafte ! 

l S Hi 




D / O N E. 

i SHEPHERD. 
What woman ever counts the fleeting years, . 
Or fees the wrinkle which her forehead wears r* 
Thinking her feature never fhall decay. 
This fwain (he fcorns, from that fhe turns away* 
But know, as when the rofe her bud unfolds, 
Awhile each breaft the (hort-liv'd fragrance holds :: 
When the'dry ftalk lets drop her fhrivelTd pride,, .. 
The lovely ruin's ever thrown afide. 
So fhall Parthtma be; 
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<* 



shepherd: • 

■ ■ ■ See, fhe appears,, 



To boaft her fpoils, and triumph in our tears. 




S.C E..N.E in. 

Parthenia appears from the mountaim 

PART HE NIJ. SHEPHERDS: 

i SHEP K HERD. 
Why this way doft thou turn thy baneful eyes, 
Pernicious Bafilifk? Lo ! there be lies, 



There 



Ttf D I N E. 

There lies the youth thy coifed beauty flew y 
See, at thy pretence, how he bleeds anew ! 
Look down, enjoy thy murder. 

PART HEN IJt: 

r— r~ Spare my fame ;: 

P come to dear a virgin's ihjar'd name. 
If. I'm a &filiic r the danger fly, 
Shun the fwift glances of .my venom 'd eye : 
If I'm a murderer, why approach ye near,. 
And to the dagger lay your boibm bare ? : 

i SHEPHERD. 

What heart is proof againft that face divine ?- 
fiove is not in our power* 

part: hen i a: 

■ Is love in mine fr- 



it- e'er I trifled with 4 *ihef{Herd's pain, 
Or with falfe hope Jus. paflion drove to gain ; 
Then might you jqftly curfemy lavage mind, 
Then might yo>&nk me with (he ferpent kind 



Bat 




r ne'er triftwl witb*ftephciriVpaiB,- ' 
witl\/atfe ^pcsrfes pafton flx»ve<oigam *. 
to his ra(h ipurCait -he ov^ea his fete,. 
s not cruel; - he was abginate... 

* SHEPKSRm 

• * * 

r this,, ye fighh^&epheids, and dtfptin 
appy LyvrJesjthy hour i* neat; j, . 
5 the fame barbarous hatod hath figrid thy doom?. 
11 lay thee in ou* l&v?d Afa»a/ftu' tomb; - 

.'. ' . PJRTHENM.. 

f will intruding man my peace deftroy ? ; 

me content, and fbKtude enjoy ; 

: was I born, my freedom to maintain, . 

y I fought the unambitious plain. 

I women's weak refolves like reeds will ply* 

te with each breath, and bend with ev'ry figh ; ; 

e, like an oak* whofe firm -roots deep defcend,. 

breath of love dun (bate, no figh. can bernL 

e unhappy Lycidtu would fare:; 

feek him, lead hiftitd Mtitpiltzfs' grave •;. 

Did his eyes with flowing grief to rain, 

^ him Menalcas wepjt, but wept in vain ; . 

Bid 



i6o* DION J£. 



• -* 



Bid him his heart confuming groans give o'er •• 
Tell him, I heard fuca piercing groans before^ 
And heard unmov'd. O Lyeidas, be wife, ■ 
Prevent thy fate. ■ L o f there Menalcat lies. 



i: &KEPHERB.. 

Now all the;mela«chdty rites are paid; 
And o'er his grave the weeping marble laid ; • 
Let's, feek our charge ; the -flocks difperfing wide,- 
Whiten with .moving fleece the mountain's fide.. 
Trufl not, ye fwains, the lightning of her eye, . 
Left ye, like him> mould love-, defpair, and dye. 

[Exeunt Shepherds, &c. Parthenia' remains in a mtkk 
cboly foflure looking on the gravi of Menalcas* . 

E*ttet:Ifyafoa; 



■•rti 
i 




SCEK 
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S C E N E IV. 

LTCIDAS. PARTHENIA. 

LTCIDAS. 
i fhall my fteps have reft ? through all the wood, 

>y the winding banks of Ladoris flood 
rht my love. O fay, ye fkipping fawns, 
i range entangled (hades and daify'd lawns) 
have feen her? fay ye warbling race, 
meafure on fwift wing th' aerial fpace; 
riew below hills, dales, and diftant (horet) 
e fliall I find her whom my foul adores ! 




S C E N E V. 

ZIDAS. PART&ENIA. DIONE. 

LAURA. 

[Dione and Laura at a Aftame. 

LTCIDAS. 
do I fee ? no. Fancy mocks my eyes, 

>ids the dear deluding vifion rife, 



16a JD I N K 

'Tis Ibe. My Springing, heart her prefence feels. 
Sec, proftrate Ljcidas before thee kneels. 

[Kneeling to Partheni 
Why wiU Parthenia turn her face away f 

PARTHENIA. 
Who calls Partbenia ? hak ! 

[$£* ft arts from, her melancholy ; and freing Lyckk 
yftw / »/0 /iv wood. 

L TCI DAS. 

w ■ ■ ■ Stay, virgin, flay. 

O wing my feet, kind Loves. See, fee, fee bounds 
Fleet as the mountain roe, when pffift by hounds. 

[He fur/ues her* Dione faints in the arms t/Lw 

■ 

iaura: 

What means this trembling ? all her colour flies,. 
And life is quite, unftrung. Ah ! lift thy eyes, 
And anfwer me ; fpeak, fpeak, -tis Laura calls. 
Speech has forfook her lips. — She faints, (he falls. 
Fan her, ye Zephyrs, with your balmy breath,. 
And bring her. quickly from the (hades of death : 



Bk 
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ye cool gates. See, fee, the foreft (hakes 
ommg winds f (he breaches, (he move** (he writes^ 

DIONE. 
e Evander A 

■- ■ - Calm thy fobbing breaft 



hat new forrow has thy heart oppreft. 

DIONE. 

ion not hear his (ighs and fuppliant tone i 
km not hear the pitying mountain groan ?* 
10a not fee him bend his fuppliant knee t 
1 my hajppy days he knelt to me, 
>ur*d forth all his foul f fee how he (trains,. 
Sens to the fight o'er yonder plains 
p the fair in view ! run, virgin, run, 
ot his vows ;. I heard, and. was undone ! 

LAURA. 

: imaginary terrors fright., 
ark deluiion fwfms before thy fight. 
*hrtbem* from the mountain's brow, 
cidas with proftrate duty bow ; 



Swift 



itf 4 D I N E. 

Swift as on falcon's wing, I (aw her fly, 
And heard the cavern to his groans reply. 
Why ftream thy tears for forrows not thy own ? 

DIONE. 

Oh ! Where are honour, faith, and juftice flown ? 
Perjur'd Evander / 

LAURA. 
<■' ■ ■ Death has laid him low. 



Touch not the mournful firing that .wakes thy woe* 

DIONE. 

That am'rous fwain, whom Lycidas yon name, 
(Whofe faithlefs bofom feels another flame) 
Is my once kind E<vander—ye& — 'twas he, 
He lives—- but lives, alas ! no more for me* 

# . - ... I 

I 

LAURA. ''"' 
Let not thy frantic words confefs defpair. 

DIONE.. 
[What,, know. I not his voice,: his mta, bis «ir.ft' 
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Tcs, I that treafch'rous voice with joy believ'd, 
That voice, that mien, that air my foul deceived. 
If my dear fhepherd love the lawns and glades, 
With him I'll range the lawns and feek the fhades, 
With him through folitary defarts rove. 
But could he leave me for another love ? 
O bafe ingratitude ! 

LAURA. 
»■ ■ Sufpend thy grief, 

.And let my friendly counfel bring relief 
To thy defponding foul. Partbenicfs ear 
Is barr'd for ever to the lover's prayer ; 
Eitander courts difdain, he follows fcorn, 
And in the palling winds his vows are born. 
Soon will he find that all in vain he flrove 
To tame her bofom ; then his former love 
Shall wake his foul, then will he fighing blame 
His heart inconflant and his perjur'd flame : 
Then (hall he at Dione's feet implore, 
Lament his broken faith, and change no more. 

DIONE. 

Perhaps this cruel nymph well knows to feign 

Forbidding fpeech, coy looks, and cold difdain, 

T« 



j66 D I O N E* 

To raife his paffion. Such are female arts, 
To hold in fafer (bares inconftant hearts t 

LAURA. 

* ■ 

Purtbenia's -bread is fteeTd with real fcom. 

DIO NE. 
And doft thou think E<vander will return? 

LAURA. 

Forgo thy fex, lay all thy robes afide, 
Strip off thefe ornaments of female pride ; 
The fhepherd's veil mud hide thy graceful air, 
With the bold manly ftep a fwajn appear ; 
Then with Evander may 'ft thou rove unknown, 
Then let thy tender eloquence be ihown ; 
Then the new fury of his heart controul, 
And with Dione\ bufferings touch his foul. 

DJONE. 

Sweet as refreftiing dews, or fummer mowers 
To the long parching third of dropping flowers $ 
Grateful as fanning .gales, to fainting fwafcs, 
And foft as trickling balm to Weeding pains, 
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Such are thy words. The fex (hall be refign'd, 
No more (hall braided gold thefe treffes bind ; 
The fhepherd's garb the woman Jhall difguifc. 
If he has loft all love, may friendfhip's tyes 
Unty me to his heart ! 

LAURA 
- ■»■ Go, profp'rous maid, 



May fmiling love thy faithful wifhes. aid. 
Be now Alexis call'd. With thee I'll rove, 
And watch thy wand'rer through the mazy grove % 
Let me be honoar'd with a lifter's name ; 
For thee, I feel a more than filler's flame. 

DIONE. 

Perhaps my fhepherd has outflript her hafte. 
Think'ft thou, when out of fight, (he flew fo faft f 
One fudden glance' might turn her favage mind 4 
May (he like Daphne fly, nor look behind, 
Maintain her fcorn, his eager flame defpife, 
.Nor view Evander with Dionf* eyes ! 



ACT 




A C T II. S C E N E I. 



Lycidas lying en the grave of Menalcas. 




LYCIDAS. 

ilHEN lliall thefe fcalding fountains enfe 
to flow ? 
How long will life fuflain this load of W 
Why glows the morn ? roll back, tb 
fource of light, 
And feed my forrowj with eternal night. 
Come, fable Death ! give, give the welcome ilrokei 
The raven calls thee from yon blafted oak. 
What pious care my ghaftful lid lhall clofe ? 
What decent hand my frozen limbs compote? 
O happy Ihepherd, free from anxious pains. 
Who now art wandring in the fighing plains 
Of bleft Elyjium ; where in myrtle groves 



JEnamour'd ghofts bemoan their former loves. 



Opft 



*. 
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thou filent grave ; for lo ? I cpme 
et Menaheu in the fragrant gloom ; 
(hall my bofom bum with friendftiip's flame* 
me our paffion, and our fate the fame?' ' ' 
like two nightingales on neighboring bough*, 
ite {trains fhall mourn our fruftrate vows; - 

cold Death mould cloie Part heme?* eye, 

» 

lould her beauteous form come gliding by ; 
(hip would foon in jealous fear be loft, 
indling hate purfue thy rival ghoft. 




SCENE II. 

:iDJS. DIONE in a Jbefberfs habit. 

LTC1DAS. 

\ who comes here ? turn hence, be timely wife i ' ' 
not thy fafety to Partbenia's eyes. 
om the bearing faulcon flies the dove, 
ring'd with fear, Partbenit* flics from love. 



H. II. 



DIONE. 



I7 o D 10 N &. 

D I O N E. 

If in thefe vales die &tal beauty ftray, 
From the cold marbie rife 5 let's bafle away. 
Why lie you parting, like the (mitten deer r 
Truft not the dangers which you bid me fear. 

£ r C 7 D ^ 5. 

Bid the lur'd lark, whom tangling nets furprife, 
On (baring pinion rove the fpacious Ikies ; 
Bid the cag'd linnet range the leafy grove ; 
Then bid my captive heart get loofe from love. 
The (hares of death arc. o're me. Hence; beware; 
Left you fhould fee her, and like me deipair. 

D I N E. 

No, Let her come ; and feek this vale's recess, 
In all the beauteous negligence of drefs ; 
Though Cupid fend a (haft in ev'ry glance, 
Though all the Graces in her ftep advances 
My heart can ftand it all. Be firm, mybreaft; 
Th' enfnaring oj>th, the broken vpw deleft: 
That flame, which other charms haye poy'r tq mojC/ 
O give it not the (acred name of love! 



l> I ft E> fyt 

*Tis perjury, fraud, and meditated lies. 
Love's feated in the foul, and never dies. 
What then avail her charms i my conftant heart 
Shall gaze fecure, and mock a fecond dart. 

L TC I D A S. 

Bat you perhaps a happier fate have found, 

And the feme hand that gave, now heals the wound i 

Or art thou left abandoned and forlorn, 

A wretch, like me> the fport of pride and fcorn ? 

D I O N E. 

O tell me, fhepherd, hath thy faithlefs maid 
Falfe to her vow thy flattcr'd hope betray M ? 
Did her fmooth fyecch engage thee to believe ? 
Did (he proteft and fwear, and then deceive ? 
Such are the pangs I feel ! 

L T C I D A S. 



tf*a* 



-The haughty fair 



Contemns my fufPrings, and difdains to hear * 
Let meaner Beauties learned in female fnares 
Entice the fwain with half-con/enting airs ; 



t z Sucls 
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Such vulgar arts ne'er aid her conquering tycs, 
And yet, where-e'er (he turns, a lover fighs. 
Vain is the fteady conftancy you boafl ; s 
All other love at fight of her is loft. s - x 

D I O N E. 
True conftancy no time no power can move. 
He that hath known to change, ne'er knew to love. 
Though the dear author of my haplefs flame 
Purfue another ; flill my heart's the fame. 
Am I for ever left ? (excufe thefe tears) 
May your kind friendihip (often all my cares ! 

l re I D A S. 
What comfort can a wretch, like me, beftow? 

D I O N E. 
He beft can pity who hath felt the woe. 

L rCIDAS. 
Since different obje&s have our fouls poflcft, 
No rival fears our friendihip fhall moleft. 

Z> 1 O N E. 
Come let us leave the fhade of thefe brown hills, 
And drive our flock* befide the ftreaming rills, 

She 
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Should the fair tyrant to thefe vales return, 
How would thy bread with double fury burn f 
Go hence, and feek thy peace. 




SCENE III. 

irC IB AS. D I O N E. LAURA. 

LAURA. 



•Fly, fly this place j 



Beware of love ; the proudeft of her race 
This way approaches ; from among the pines, 
Where from the fteep the winding path declines, 
I (aw the nymph defcend. 

L T C I D A S. 

I i ■ ■■ She comes, me comes * 



From her the paffing Zephyrs ileal perfumes, 
As from the vi'let's bank ; with odours fweet 
Breathes every gale ; fpring blooms beneath her feet* 

I 3 Yes, 



Yes, 'tis my faireft; here (he's wont to rt>v«K 

LAURA. 
Say, by what figns I might have known thy Love ? 

i rc/2> -#s. 

My Love is fairer than the fnowy hreaft 

Of the taU fwan, Whofe proudly-fwellmg cheft 

Divides ihe wave ; her treflet loofe behind. 

Play on her neck, and wanton in the wind ; 

The rifmg blufhes, which her cheek o'er-ipreadj 

Are op'ning rofes in the lily's bed. 

Know'll thou Partbcnia / 

LAURA. 
,.,. » ■ ! ■ ■■■■ ■ , W retched b the flltvtl 



Who ferves fuch pride ! behold Menalcas* grave t 
Yet if Alexis and this fighing fwain 
Wifh to behold the Tyrant of the plain, 
Let us behind theft ftiyrtto'i twining arm 
Retire unfeen ; from theoce furvey her charms 
Wild as the chaonring thrufti upon the fpray, 
A t man's afpmcfc (be fwiffly flies away, 



Lil 



D I O N E. 
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Like the young bare, I've feen the patting maid 
Stop, Men, run 1 of ev'ry wind afraid. 

IT C IDAS. 

And wik thou never from thy vows depart ? 
Shepherd, beware— now fortify thy heart. [To Dione. 
[Lytidas, Dione, and 'Laura retire behind the boughs. 




SCENE IV. 

PJRfHI NIA. LrClDAS. DIONS. 

LAURA. 

PARTHENIA. 

1 

This melancholy fcene demands a groan. 
Hah !. what infcription marks the weeping flone 1 
O pow'r of beauty ! here Menalcas lies* 
Gaze not, ye Jhef herds, on PartheniaV. eyes. 
Why did heav'n form me with Aioh poliih'd care? 
Why caft my features in a mold fo fair ? 
If blooming beauty was a bleffing meant, 
Why are my fighing hoars deny'd content ? 

I 4 The 
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The downy peach, that glows with funny dyes, ] ^ 

Feeds the black (hail, and lures voracious flies ; I 

The juicy pear invites the feather'd kind, ■ * 

And pecking finches fcoop the golden rind ; 
But beauty {utters more pernicious wrongs, 
Blafted by envy, and cenforious tongues. 
How happy lives the nymph, whofe comely face 
And pleafing glances boaft fufficient grace 
To wound the fwain (he loves I no jealous fears, 
Shall vex 'her nuptial ftate with nightly tears, 
Nor atn'rous youths, to pu(h their foul pretence, 
Infeft her days with dull impertinence. 
But why talk I of love ; my guarded heart 
JDifowns his pow'r, and turns afide the dart* 
Hark ! from his hollow tomb Menakas cries, 
Gaxe not, ye Jhepberds, on PartheniaV eyes* 
Come, Lycidas, the mournful lay perufe, 
Left thou, like him, Partbenia'a eyes accufe. I 

[She fiands in a melancholy pofiun lading on tin Hftt 

LYCIDAS. 

CalTd (he not Lycidas ?—I come, my fair j 
See genVous pity melts into a tear, 

And 
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her heart foftens. Now's the tender hour, 
me, Love, exert thy fov'reign power 
ime the fcornful maid. 

DIONE. 

■ '■■ ■ ■■ ■■ »■ Rafti Twain, be wife : 



tot from thee or him, from love (he flies. 

j her, forget her. \Tbey bold Lycidas. 

LAURA: 

■ '" i ' Why this furious halte ? 



LYCIDAS. 
ndme; loofeme. 



DIONE. 

— Sifter,. hold him faft. 



Ilow her, is, to prolong defpair. 
terd, you muft not go. 



LYCIDAS. 

-— . Bold youth, forbear. 



me, Parthma. 

I 5 FA R- 



i 
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PARTHENIA. 
From behind the (bade 



Methought a voice fome lift'ning fpy betray'd. 

Yci, I'm oWcrvtt [Mr nm fffc 



LTCIDAS. 
Stay, nymph ; thy flight folpead: 



**«* 



She hears me not— when will my forrows end ( 
As over-fpent with toil, my hearing hreaft 
Beats quick. 'Til death alone can give me reft. 

[Hi remains in a fixt Mtlantbofy* 




SCENE V. 

LYCIDAS. DIONE. LAURA. 

LAURA. 
Recall thy fcatter'd feafc, bid rcafon wake. 
Subdue thy paffion. 



LYCIDAS. 

Shall I never fceak ? 



Ski 
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She's gone, (he's gone. — Kind fhepherd, let me reft 
My troubled head upon thy friendly breaft. 
The fbreft feems to move, — O curfed ftate f 
E doom'd to love, and fhe condemn'd to hate ( 
TeU me, Jlexis, art thou Hill the fame ? 
Did not her brighter eyes put out the flame 
Of thy firft love ? did not thy fluttering heart, 
Whene'er fhe rais'd her look, canfefi the dart I 

DIONE. 

I own die nymph is faireft of her race. 
Yet I unmov'd can on thk beauty gaze* 
Mindful of former promife ; all that's dear, 
My thoughts, my dreams ; my ev'ry wifh is there. 
Since then our hopes are loft ; let friendship's tye 
Calm our diftrefs, and flighted love fupply *. 
Let us together drive our fleecy flore, 
And of ungrateful woman think no more; 

ITCIDAS. 

'Tis death alone can raze her from my breafti 

. '. i 1 ■ 

LAVRJ. 
Why. flkines thy love Jo far above the reft f 

Nature* 
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Nature, 'tis true, in ev*ry outward grace. 

Her niceft hand employM ; her lovely face 

With beauteous feature flampt ; with rofy dyes 

Warm'd her fair cheek ; with lightning arm'd her eyes ; 

But if thou fearch the fecrets of her mind, 

Where (hall thy cheated foul a virtue find ? 

Sure hell -with cruelty her bread fupply'd. 

How did (he glory when Menalcas dy*d f 

Pride in her bofom reigns ; (he's falfe, (he's vain ; 

She firft entices, then infults the fwain ; 

Shall female cunning lead thy heart aftray ? * 

Shepherd, be free ; and (corn for fcorn repay. 

LTCIDAS. 
How woman talks of woman \ 

DJONE. 
■ Hence depart ; 



Let a long abfence cure thy love fick heart. 
To fome far grove retire, her fight difclaim, 
Nor with her charms awake the dying flame. 
Let not an hour thy happy flight fufpend ; 
Bat go not, Lycidus, without thy friend. % 



Toged 
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gether let us feek the cheerful plains, 

d lead the dance among the fporthrc fwainsj 

void of care. 

— — — — — — — — Or elfe the groves difdaini * 



r with the fylvan walk indulge thy pain, 
(le to the town ; there (I have oft* been told) 1 
e courtly nymph her treffes binds with gold, 
captivate the youths ; the youths appear 
fine array * in ringlets waves their hair 
Ji with ambrofial (cents, the fair to move, 
i all the bufinefs of the day is love, 
ere from the gawdy train feled a dame, 
r willing glance (haft catch an equal flame, 

LTCIDJS. 

me not the Court.— The thought my foul confounds, 

d with D tone's wrongs my bofom wounds. 

av'n juftly vindicates the faithful maid ; 

d now are all my broken vow3 repaid. 

haps (he now laments my fancy M death 

th tears unfeigned ; and thinks my gafping breatn 

Sighed 



iff? DIONS. 

Sigh'd forth her name. O guilt, no more upbraid f 
Yes. I fond innocence and truth betray 'd. [JfL 

[Dion* and Lawa ty 

DIONE* 
Hark ; how reflection wakes his confeious heart. 
From my pale lids the trickling forrows ftart ; 
How fhattmy hreaft the fwclling fighs confine I 

LAURA. 
O finooth thy brow, conceal our £ift defign : 
Be yet a while unknown. If grief* arife, 
And force a paflage through thy gaining eyes, 
Quickly retire, thy forrows to compofe i 
Or with a look fcrene difguife thy woes. 

[Dione is going out. Laura ivalis at a difitau 

LTCIDAS* 
Canft thou, Alexis* leave me thus diftreft? 
Where's now the boafted friendship of thy breaft t 
Haft thou not oft' fu*vey*d the dappled deer 
In focial herds o'er-fpread the paJlures fair, 
When op'ning hounds the warmer fcent purfue, 
And force the deSin'd v&im from the crew, 
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ie returns, and fain would join the bandy 
i all their horns the pasting wretch wkhftand I 
is thy hkndQup t thus might I confide* 

DIONS. 
wilt thou cenfurewhat thou ne'er haft Cry'dt 
:r fhall fwallows leave their callow broodp 
with their plaintive chirpings cry for food ; 
r fliall hens expofc their in&nt care*, 
1 the fpread kite (ails wheeling in the air* 
I forfake thee when by danger preft;. 
g not by jealous fears a faithful break 

LYCIDAB. 

r fair-fpoken tongue thy bofom ihows* 
j let the fecrets of my foul repofe- 

DIONE. 
e fufpicion ; in my truth confide, 
my heart thy load of cares divide £ 

LTCIDJS. 

■ 

' then, Alexis > that in vain I ftrove 

eak her chain, and free my foul from Itorti 

On 
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On the limM twig thus finches beat their wings£ 
Still more entangled in the clammy firings. 
The flow pac'd days have wknefiPd my defpair, 
Upon my weary couch fits wakeful care ; 
Down my flulh'd cheek the flowing forrows run* 
As dews defcend to weep the abfent Tun. 
O loft Partbemai 

DIONS. 

>■■ ■ Thefe wild thoughts fufpend ; 

And in thy kind commands inftrucl thy friend; 

• ■ 

LTCIDAZ. 

Whene'er my faltring tongue would urge my caiife* 

Deaf is her ear, and fallen (he withdraws. 

Go then, Alexis y feek the fcornful maid. 

In tender eloquence my fufTripgs plead ; 

Of flighted paffion you the pangs have known ; 

O judge my fecret anguifh by your own V 

DIONE. 

Had I the fkill inconflant hearts to move, 
My longing foul had never loft my Love, 
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Jy feeble tongue, in thefe foft arts untry'd, 
'an ill fupport the thunder of her pride ; 
(Then (he (hall bid me to thy bower repair, 

* 

Tow (hall my trembling lips her threats declare ! 
low (hall I tell thee, that (lie could behold, 
Pith brow ferene, thy corfe all pale and cold 
eat on the dafhing billow ? (houldft thou go 
(There the tall hill o'er-hangs the rocks below, 
lear thee thy tyrant could unpitying (land, 
Tor call thee back, nor ftretch a faving hand. 
Vilt thou then dill perfift to tempt thy fatev 
7o feed her pride and gratify her hate I 

LTCIDAS. 

Cnow, unexperienced youth, that woman's mind 
)rV flufts her paffions, like th' inconftant wind ; 
udden (he rages, like the troubled main, 
taw finks the dorm, and all is calm again* 
Watch the kind moment, then my wrongs impar£ 
Vnd the foft tale (hall glide into her heart, 

DIONE. 
Vo. Let her wander in the lonely grove, 

tad never hear the tender voice of love* 

Le$ 
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Let her awhile, negle&cd by the fwain, 
Pais by, nor fighs raoleft the cheerful plain ; 
Thus (hall the fury of her pride be laid ; 
Thus humble into love the haughty maid. 

LTCIDAS. 

Vain are attempts my paffion to controul. 
Is this the balm to cure my minting fad * 



if 

IT 
il 
l( 



*• 



DIONE* 

Deep then among the green- wood made* It rofn) 
And feek with weary 'd pace thy wander 'd Loves 
Proftrate Til fall, and with inceflant prayera 
Hang on her knees, and bath her feet with tears % 
If fighs of phy can her ear incline, 
(O Lycidas, my life h wrapt in thine f) [jjflfci 

I'll charge her from thy voice to hear the tale, 
Thy voice more fweet than notes along the vale 
Breath' d from the warbling pipe : the moving ftrain 
Shall flay her flight, and conquer her difdain. 
Yet if (he hear ; fhould love the meflage fpeed, 
Then dies all hope ;«— then muft Dione bleed. \4flL 

LYCl 



D I & N E. i$7 

LrClDJS. 
then, dear faithful fwain. Beneath tbofe yewi 
e fable arms the browned (hade diffufe, 
e all around, to fhun the fervent (ky, 
•anting flocks in ferny thickets lie ; 
i with impatience (hall I wait my friend, 
he wide profped frequent glances fend 
y thy wifh'd return. At thou (halt find 
icr wetcomt, may thy Love be kind ? 

[Bx. Lytkta* 




SCENE VI, 

DION£. IJURjk 

DIONE. 

aks Vm now furrounded by defpauv 

11 my withering hopes are loft in air. 

the young linnet on the rocking bough 

through long weeds autumnal tempefts blow, 

hollow blftfb tfce elding brandies bend* 

ellow Ihow'rs ef ruffl&ig leaves defceftd : 

Shej 



i 



1 
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She fees the friendly (helter from her fly, 

Nor dare her little pinions trull the iky ; 

But on the naked fpray in wintry air, . 

All fliiv'ring, hopelefs, mourns the dying year. I 

What have I promisM ? ra(h, unthinking maid I 

By thy own tongue thy wiihes are betray'd f 

[Laura Mhmri 

LAURA. 
Why wak'ft thou thus difturb'd with frantick air? 
Why roll thy eyes with madnefs and defpair ? 

DIONE. fa/fifi' 

How wilt thou bear to fee her pride give way ? - 
When thus the yielding nymph (hall bid thee fay, 
* Let not the fliepherd feek the filent grave, 
' Say, that I bid him live.-*- if hope can fave. 

LAURA. 
Hath he difcern'd thee through the (wain's difguife. 
And now alike thy love and friendship flies ? 

DIONE. 
Yes. Firm and faithful to the promife made, 
1*11 range each funny bill, each lawn and glade. 

LAVRl 



\ 
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LAURA. 

; ■ . j 

\aura fpeaks. O calm your troubled mind. 

dione: 

e (hall my. fear ch this envy'd Beauty find ? 
>, my faithlefs (hepherd's caufe to plead, 
vith my tears accufe the rival maid, 
fhould her foften'd heart to love incline ! 

LAURA 

■■»■-• •» 

>fe are all thy fears ; Evander'z thine. 



*» 



DIONE. 

fhould we both in forrow wafte our days ? 

e unfeigned my conflant bofom (ways, 

appinefe alone is all I prize, 

hat is center'd in Partbenicfs eyes. 

then, with earned zeal her love implore, 

iefs his hours ;— when thou flialt breathe no more. 



i • 



ACT 




ACT ID. SCENE I, 

Dione tying en tit groxnd ij lit fittt af a Pennlrn*. 

DION E. 

ERE let me reft, and in the liquid ghis 
View with impartial look my fading tut- 
Why are Partbenia's ftriking beauM 

And why Die/it 1 * weaker glance defpii'd ? 

Nature in various molds has beauty call, 

And form'd the feature for each different tafte : 

This fighs for golden locks and azure eyes t 

That, for the gloft of lable trefles, dyes. 

Let all mankind thefe locks, thefe eyes deleft, 

So I were lovely in E-vandtr's breaft ! 

When o'er the garden's knot we call our view. 

While dimmer paints the ground with various hue ;■ 
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te praife the gaudy tulip's ftreaky red, 
d fbme the filver lily's bending head ; 
ne the junqtrit in lhining yellow dreft, 
d fome the fring'd carnation's varied veft ; 
ne love the fober vi -let's purple dyes, 
us beauty feres in different lovers eyes. 
: bright Partbenia like the rofe appears, 
; in all eyes fuperior luftre bears. 
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SCENE II. 

DIONE. LAVRA. 

LAURA. 

hy thus beneath the filver willow laid, 
eeps fair Dione in the penfive fhade ? 
ift thou yet found the overarching bower, 
hich guards Partbenia from the fbltry hour ? 

ith weary Hep in paths unknown I ftray'd, 
id ftught hn vain the folitary maid. 

LAURA. 



%9% 
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LAURA. 

Seeft thou the waving tops of yonder woods, 
Whofe aged amis imbrown the cooling floods ? 
The cooling floods o'er breaking pebbles flow, 
And wafh the foil from the big roots below ; 
From the tall rock the dafhing waters bound. 
Hark, o'er the fields the rufhing billows found ! 
There, loft in thought, and leaning on her crook, 
Stood the (ad nymph, nor rais'd her peniive look ; 
With fettled eye the bubbling waves furvey'd, 
And watch'd the whirling eddys, as they play'd. 

DIONE. 

Thither to know my certain doom I fpeed, 

For by this fentence life or death's decreed* [Exi 
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SCENE III, 

LAURA.* CLEANTHES. 



■ - f . 



. i 



LAURA. 

! fome hafty Granger bends this way ; 

>ider'd veft reflets the funny ray : 

drough the thinner boughs I mark his mien,, 

eilM, in thicker fhades he moves unfeeru 

,• ...... 

he turns ; I hear a mutt'ring found ; 

this rev'rend oak with-ivy bound 
I'll retire ; with bufy thought pofleir, . ,-.•■> 
ngue betrays the fecrets of his breaft. , .. ■ 

1 [She bides hrfefi 

CLEANTHES. 
dim! hunter with' experienced care 
s the doubles of the circling hare ; 
jbtle fox, (who breathes the weary hound 
alls and plains) in diftant brakes is found ; 
eafe we track fwift hinds and fkipriing roes, ' ' { 
ho th' inconftairt ways of woman knows i ' " v 
u II. K TTiejr 
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They (ay, fhc wanders with the fylvan train, 
And courts the native freedoms of the plain ; 
Shepherds explain their with without offence, 
Nor blufh the nymphs ; — for Love is innocence. 
O lead me where the rural youth retreat, 
Where the dope hills the warbling voice repeat. 
Perhaps on daify'd turf reclines the maid, 
And near her fide fome rival down is laid, 
Yet, yet I love her. — O loft nymph return, 
Let not thy fire with tears inceflant mourn ; . 
Retain, loft nymph ; bid Sorrow ceafe to flow, 
And let Dione glad the houfe of woe. 

LAURA. 
CalTd he not loft Dione T hence Pit ftart, 
Crois his flow Heps, and fift his op'ning heart. [AJUr. 

CLEANTHES. 
Tell me, fair nymph, direft my wandring wayj 
Where, in dofe bowers, to (hun the fultry ray, 
Repofe the fwains ; wbofe flocks with bleating £11 
The bord'ring foreft and the tbymy hill. 
But if thou frequent join thofe fylvan hands, 
Thy kit can anfwer what my foul «H^«"t« \ 

L4VRJ. 



LAURA. 

Seven years I trod thefe fields, thefe bowers and glades* 
And by the lefs'ning and the length'ning (hades 

Have mark'd the hours ; what time my flock to lead 

• . * * 

To fanny mountains, or the watry mead : 
Train'd in the labours of the fylvan crew^ 
Their fports, retreats, their cares and loves I knew. 



CLEANTHES. . 

Indraft me then, if late among your race, 
A ftranger nymph is found, of noble grace, 
In rural arts unlkill'd, no charge me tends : 
Nor when the morn and evening dew deiceods 
Milks the big-udder'd ewe. Her mien and dre& 
The jpoliihM manners of the Court conft&> 

LAURA. 

Each day arrive the neighboring nymphs and fwamt 
To (hare the paftime of our jovial plains ; 
How can I there thy roving beauty trace, 
Where not one nymph is bred of vulgar ractt 

K 2 CLE- 
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CLEJNTHES. 

If yet flie breathe, what tortures mud (he find 1 
The curfe of difobedience tears her mind. 
If e'er your bread with filial duty burn'd, 
If e'er you forrow'd when a parent mooro'd* 
Tell her, I charge you, with, inceflant groans 
Her drooping fire his abfent child bemoan*. 

LAURA. 
Unhappy Man ( 

VLEANTHES. 
< ■ With dorms of paffion tofl^ 



r * ■ 



When firfl he learnt his vagrant child was loft, 
On the cold floor his trembling limbs "he flung, 
And with thick blows his hollow lx>fom rungs 
Then up he darted, and with fixt furprife, 
Upon her picture threw his frantick eyes, 
While thus he cry'd. « In her my life was bouad, 
* Warm in each feature is her mother found f 
4 Perhaps defpair has been her fatal guide, t 
I And now fte floats upon the weeping tide; 



<0i 



D I N E. 197 

* Or on the willow hung, with head reclin'd, 
' All pale and cold (he wavers in the wind. 
' Did I not force her hence by harfh commands ?' 
'• Did not her foul abhor the nuptial bands ? 

LAURA. 
Teach not, ye fires, your daughters to rebel, 
By counfel rein their Wills, but ne*er compel* 



1 . I* * * - 



CLE AN? HE S. 

* 

Ye duteous daughters,* truft thefe tender guides 1 
Nor think a parent's bread the tyrant hides. 

LAURA. 
From either lid the fcalding forrows roll ; 
.The moving tale runs thrilling to my foul. 






CLEANTHES. 
Perhaps (he wanders in the lonely woods, , 
@r on the fedgy. borders of the floods ; 
Thou know'ft each cottage, Yoreft, hill and valey, 
And pebbled brook that winds along the dale. 
Search each fequefter'd dell to find the fair ;, 
And juft reward (hall gratify thy care. 

K 3 LAURA, 
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* Lo f this is fhe for whom the fhepherd dy'd f 
< Soon Lyctdas, a vi&im to her pride, 

* SKall feek the grave ; and in the glimm'nng glade, 

* With look all pale, (hall glide the reftlefs (hade 

' Of the poor fwain ; while we with haggard eye 

* And bridled hair the fleeting phantom fly. 
Still let their curfes innocence upbraid : 
Heav'n never will forfake the virtuous maid. 

LAURA. 
•Kdft thouperfift lo touch her haughty brea^J 

DIONB. 
She Hill the* more difdain'd, the more I preft. 

LAURA. 

When you jwere gone, thefe walks a ftranger croft. 
He turo'd through ev'ry path, and wander'd loft ; 
To me he came ; with courteous fpeech demands 
Beneath what bowers repos'd the fhepherd bands ; 
Then further a(ks me, if among that race 

A fhepherdefs was found of courtly grace $ 

• . ■ »• 

With profer'd bribes my faithful tongue efiays ; 

• 

But for no bribe the faithful. tongue betrays. . 
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In me Dione\ fafe. Far hence he fpeeds, 
Where other hills refounchwikh' other reeds. 

■ • • 

DIONE. 
Should he come back j 'Sufpicio&B jealous eyes 
Might trace my feature through the ^Vain^ difguifir .vf> * 
Now ev'rylnoife and whittling wind I dread,' {, . > 
And in each found approaches human tread. . 

LAURA. , :i 

He £ud, he. left your houfe involv'd in, caries; ■ v ,-. ;[•* 
Sighs fwelTd eachbreaft, each .eye o'erfl^w'd wk^^epf^ ; 
For his loft child t\y penfive father mourns,, , 
And funk in forrow to the dull .returns., , ■ t 

Go back, obedient daughter ; hence depart, > 
And ftillr the ugh& {hat tear his anxious heart. . } ■ 

Soon (hall Ematukr^ wearied with difdain, , 
Forego thefe fields, and feek the town again. . . 

DIONR. . 
Think, Laura, what J thy hairy thoughts perfwade;. 

« 

If. I return, to Love a victim made, 

My wrathful Sire will force his harfh command, , 

And with CJeant&a join my trembling hand. 

i ■ • ' K. 5 . LAURAS 



LAURA. :4 

Trail a fond father > raife him from defpair. 

DIONS, 

I fly net him ; I fly * lifc of «*«. 
On the high fctjp^srf tilt Cdaitl6okp<wod|. . 
Where fhaU, ate* **e happy pAt be found \ • • • 
There marriage is for fervile int'reft fought : 
Is love for wealth or power dr tide bocght ? 
.Tis hence dofoeftfck jsf* ftehr j^c* Jeflrdft 
jndF W6fe atfttu ry finals tht fxfemeftu j^f« 
But fearch we whfe 6W all the b&fifol pktor, 
Where love alone, devoid of ihtVeft, reigfe; 
What concord in each happy pair appears f 
„ How fondnefi ftrengthens with the rolfing jrefcrt ! 
Superidr power ne'er thwarts theif foffc dtiigtto* 
Nor jealous actofetiom wake tftefr nights. 

LAU&A 
May all thofe Ueffings on 6i**e fall. 



DIONS. 
Grant me, Evamkr, and I fliare them ml. 



Shall 
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a fond Parent give perpetual flrife, 
doom hk child orfoe a" wretch for life r 
igh he*bequeath'd me all thefe woods and plaint, 
all the flocks the ruflet down contains ; 
all the golden harvefts of the year, 
s where yonder purple mountains rear t 
hefe the broils of nuptial life prevent f 
hefe, without E<vandir 9 give content ? 
se, he comes. 



LAURA. 

- I'll to the vales repair, 



re wanders by the dream my fleecy care* 

ft thou the rage of this new flame controul, 

wake Dione in his tender Soul f [£*. Laura. 




SCENE 



*04 DION E, 

S C E N E V. 

DIQNE. LTCIDAS. 

LTCIDJS. 

Say, my Alexis, can thy words impart 
Kind rays of hope to cheer a doubtful heart t 
How didft thou firft my pangs of love difclofe ? 
Did her difdainful brow confirm my woes ? 
Or did foft pity in her bofoni rife, 
Heave on her*breaft, and langoifh in her eyes * 

&IONE. 
How (hall my tongue the falt'ring tale explain V 
My heart drops blood to give the ftiepherd pain. 

AlTCIDJS;. 

Pronounce her utmoft ftorn ; I come prepared 
To meet my doom. •' Say, . is my. death declared ? 

D 10 NE. 
Why mould thy fate depend on Woman's will ? 
Forget this tyrant, and be happy ftillv 

Lrct 
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LfCIDAS. ""' 

- DHft thou beftech her not to (peed her flight, 
Nor (hun with, wrathful glance my hated fight r" 
. Will (he conient mf fighing plaint to hear, 
Nor let my piercing ays be loft in air ?. 

1 D 1-0 Iff. ' " 

Can mariners appeafe the toffing (form, 
When foaming waves the yawning deep deform ? : 
When o'er the (able cloud the thunder flies, 
Say, who (hall calm the. terror of the ikies.? 
Who (hall the lion's famifti'd roar aflwage ; 
And can we ftill proud woman's (Ironger rage ? 
Soon as my faithful tongue pronounced thy t name,. 
Sudden her glances (hot refemful flame : 

4 

Be dumb, (he cries, this whining love give o'er* v 
And vex me with the teasing theme no more.. . 

LTCIDAS.. 

Tis pride alone that keeps alive her (corn, ., 
On the mean fwain in humhle cottage born, 
Can Poverty. that haughty heart obtain 
Where ayarice and flrong^ ambition reign j 



J 



rt 
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If Poverty pafs by in tattcr'd coat, T 
Coirs vex his heels and ftrctch their barking throat ; . 
If chance he mingle in the female croud, . 
Pride toffes high her head. Scorn laughs aloud * 
Each nymph tarns from him to her gay gallant, 
And wonders at the impudence of Want. 
*Tis vanity that rules all woman- kind, 
Love is the weakeft paffion of their mind. 

DIONS* 

Though one is by tftotc fervile views poflfenV 
O LjciJas, condemfi Hot alt the reft. 

LrClDA*. 

Though I were bent beneath a load of year*, 
And feventy winters tkin'd my hoary hairs i 
Yet if my» olive brfttthei dropt with oft, 
And crooked Aur* were brightenM in my foil^ 
If lowing herds my fat'ning meads pbfleft, 
And my white fleece the tawny mountain dreft j 
Then would (he lore me with lore darting gknee, 
Then with foad m ercena r y finite advance. 
Though hell with er'ry vice my foal had ftain'd, 
And froward anger in my bofom reigtv'd, 

Though 
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Though avarice my coffers cloath'd in ruft, 

And my joints trembled frith erifeebled lull ; 

Yet were my ancient name with tides greats 

How would (he hftgotth.for tfce gaudy bait J 

If to her love all-tempting wealth pretend, 

What virtuous wotoaa can her heart defend? . ' 

DIONS. 

Conquefts, thus meanly bought, men fqon defpHe, 
And jufUy flight the mercenary prize. 

LYCIDAS. 

I know thefe frailties in her breaft refide, 
Direct her glance and ev'ry adtion guide* 
Still let Alexii faithful friendOup aid, 
Once more attempt to bend the ftubborn maid, 

r 

Tell her, no baTe born fwain provokes her fcorn, 
No down, beneath the fcdgy cottage born : 
Tell her, for her tips fylvan drefs I took, 
For her my name and pomp of Courts forfoofc y 
My lofty roofs with golden fculpture mine, 
And my high bktb ddjjsaoYfioin ancient lime. , 

t>IOJTE. 



4 
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dione; ; 

Love is a facred voluntary fire^ 
Gold never bought that pare, . that chafle defire^ 
Who thinks true-love for lucre to pofieis, • 
Shall grafp falfcnWry and. the feign'd carafe ; ... . 
Gan we believe that mean, that fervile wife, 
Who vilely Ms her dear bougbtrlove for lifi^. 
Would not her virtue for an hour refign,^ 
If in her fight the profer'd treafure.fhine r\ 

Can reafon (when by winds fwift fifes are bora 
O'er waving harvefts of autumnal corn) k ' v. o 

The driving fury of the flame reprove ?' "A "■ 

Who then ihall reafon with a heart in love t * 



» \ 



DJONrE. » : J 

Yet let me fpeak ? O may my words peritaule* 4 

The noble youth to quit this fylvsln maid f 
Refign thy crook, no more to plains refoit, 
Look round on all the beauties of* theObort * - ' 
There (hall thy merit find a worthy flamed \ . ■ 
Some nymph of equal wealth and equal name. • 



■>. 



Think 
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Think, if thefc offers mould thy wiih obtain, 
And fhould the ruftick beauty (loop to gain ; 
Thy heart could ne'er prolong th' unequal fire-, ' 
The fudden blaze would in one year expire ; 
Then thy raih folly thou too late (halt chide, 
To Poverty and bafe-born blood ally'd ; ; • 

Her vulgar tongue fhaJl animate the ibife, . 
And hourly difcord vex thy future life. . 

LTCIDAS. 

Such is the force thy faithful words impart, 

That like the galling goad they pierce my heart. 

You think fair virtue in my' bread reticles, ' 

That honeft truth my lips and a&iohs' guides, 

Deluded fhepherd, could you jripw my foul, 

You'd fee it with deceit and treach'ry foul I , A 

Fm bafe, perfidious: Ere from Court I came, 

Love JindecT from the train a beauteous dame ; 

The tender maid my Tervent Vows believ'd, 

My fervent V6ws Irie tender" mani* deceiv'd, , 

Why doft thou tremhj*? rr^wby^us heave thy fighs f 

Why ftea lt hefllent forews from thy eyes ? » .■ O 

DION& 



tI4> 



DION E. 



DIONE. 

Sure the (oft lamb hides rage within his breaft, 
And cooing turtles are with hate pofieft ; 
When from fo fweet a tongue flow fraud and lie*,. 
And thofe meek looks a perjur'd heart difguHe. 
Ah f who fhall now on faithlefs man depend ? 
The treach'roos lover proves a? falft a friend. 

LrCIDJS. 

When with D/Ws love my bofom glow'd, 
Firm conftancy and troth fincere I vow'd ; 
But fincc Partbcnic?* brighter charms were known* 
My love, my conftancy and truth are flown. 

DIONE. 

Are not Ay hours with confekras anguifh flung? 
Swift vengeance mnft overtake the perjur'd tongue* 
The Gods the caufe of injur'd love a4ert, 
And arm with ftubborn pride Ptrlkmfc heart. 

Go, try her \ tempt her with a|Jr birth anef aW, ' 
Stronger ambition will fubdue her hate. * * 

DTOK 



D. J. O jV. & an 

■ i.. ■ • ■ * 

DIONS., ■ • 

> O rather turn thy thoughts on that loft maid, 
Whofe hourly fighs thy fkkhlefs oath upbraid { 
Thirik you belaid, her. at the dead Itf highly l* • j 
Flac'd by the gUm'ring ta^bft pa))? ligh^ t . ■ > . 
With all your letters fpread before her view, 
While trickling tears the fender Ikies bedew i 
Sobbing {he reads the perj'rya over and o'er* 
And bor long nights- know peaceful flcep no nor* . 

LTCIDAS. 
Let b* f orfcet her. 

DIOtTM. 

Think fhoM Perth*** to thy top* *§nftb« i . 
When Hypkn jom'your bands, *a4 ftwficfe's vfcfel 
Makes the glad echoes of thy domes rejoiee, 
Then fhall Di*** farce Hie crowded haH, 
Kneel at thy feet afekfeod ft* jttflfce caff ; 
Could yc»» Wwldher^eteriit eta **#dwuf, 
1£b purple dagger reeking from the wound ? 

Could 



212 D* I O N E. 

Could you unmov'd this dreadful fight furvey I 
Such fatal fcenes fhall ftain thy bridal day. 

LTCIJXAS. 

The horrid thought finks deep into my fool; 
And down my cheek unwilling forrowa roll. 

DIONE. 

From this new flame you may as yet recede, 

Or hare yon doom'd that guiltlefs maid fhall bleed ^ 

LrCIDAl. 
Name her no more.—— Halle, feek the (yhan Fair 

DIONE. 

Should: thft tich, profer jtempt her lift'ning ««p» , - . 
Bid all y out peace adieu. O txuVrout yoftth*. 
Can you forgo you* honour, love and truth ? 
Yet fhould gartfapia wealth.and title flight, 

Would juftice then^reftore Dime's r^htt.v ; ,-;i ... 
Would you then dry fcer eyertfa^g teft^jvrfj ^ j,* 

Andblefs wi^hon^ ioveyonr^u^^KW^r. v d 

• » j • 



: x > i. 



DIONS. 



2IJ 



LrCIDJS. 

in yon v fliade thy winYd return" attend ; 

nc quickly come, and cheer thy fighing friend. 

[Exit Lycidas. 

,: - . ■'■'")/ 

old her. proud foul refill the tempting bait, 

uld (he contemn his profer'd wealth and Hate, 

m I once more his perjur'd heart may move, 

[ in his bofom wake the 'dying love. 

he pale. wretch involved in doubts and fetf^r?T**"- 

trembling in the judgment-hall appears*; 

hall I (land before Partbenia's eyes, ! . 

i ■ * • ' "'1 
as ihe dooms, Dione lives or dies. * ' ' , - •' l * 
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ACT 




A C T IV. S C E N E I. 



LYC1DAS. P A krHENIA mJUtpimmk 




LTC1DAS. 

]f AY no rode wind, die rufflin bracta 

move ; 
j Breathe foft, ye frfent gala, nor wiic 
my Lore. 

Ye ihepherds, piping homeward on the way. 
Let not the diftant echoes lorn your lay j 
Strain not, ye nightingales, your warbling duwtt, 
May no loud {hake prolong the fliriller note. 
Left Ihe awake ; O fiecp, (ecure her eye% 
That I may gaze ; for If tbt maUe, (he flie». 
Voile eaiy dreams compofe her peaceful foal, 
What anxiou carts within my bofon roll I 

If 



'd with fighs beneath the beech J lye, - 
languid Dumber dofc my weeping eye, 
lovely vifion rifes to my view, 
flys the nympb, and fwift would I purfue) 
re to call, my tongue has loft its found ; 
rooted -oaks, my feet benumb'd are bound i 
gling. I wake. Again, v(iy forr^ws flow, 
not one flattering dream deludes my woe* 
t innocence ! how meek is ev'ry grace ! 
fweet the (mile that dimples .on her face, 
as the deeping, feas ! but ftould my fighs 
rudely breathe, what angry floras would rift I 
igh the fair rofe with beauteous blufh is crowft'd* 
ath her fragant leaves the thorn is found f 
peach, that with inviting crimibn blooms,, 
p at the heart the cank'ring worm confumes t 
thus, alas I thofe lovely features hide 

■ 

iin and anger and refentfal prid*. 




SCENE 
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I 




■ S C E N E II. 

LTCIDAS. DIONE. . PJRTHENU 

LTCIDAS. 
Hath profer'd greatnefs yet overcome her hate ? 
And does (he languish for the glitt'ring bait ? 
Againft the fwain (he might her pride fupport. 
Can (he fubdue her fex, and (corn a* Court ? 
Perhaps in dreams the fhining vifion charms, 
And the rich bracelet fparkles on her arms ; 
In fancy 'd heaps the golden treafure glows : 
Partbenia % wake, all this thy fwain bellows. 



.1 



DIONE. 
Sleeps (he in thefe clofe bowers ? 



LTCIDAS. 

Lo! there (he U 



DIQXE.* 



&■ 



O may no ftartEng (bond unfcal her eyes. 



• . • 



An* 
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Irive her hence away. 'Till now, in Tain 
the winding wood and weary plain. 
e, lyddai ; beyond thofe {hades repofe, 
: I thy fortune and thy birth difclofe. 

irciDJs. 

I Parlbcnla to thy friend lb ij) owe ! 

DIONE. 
her think on loft Diane's woe I 
(he thy broken faith for ever mourn, 
will that jufter paffion ne'er return ? 

LYCIDAS. 
raid me not ; but go. Her (lumbers ohafe t 
in her view the bright temptation place. 

[Exit l.ytidu. 
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SCENE HI. 

DIONE. PARTHENIA. 

DIONE. 
Now flames the weftern fky with golden beams, 
And the ray kindles on the quiv'ring dreams ; 
Long flights of crows, high-croaking from their fori, 
Now feek the nightly covert of the wood ; 
The tender grafs with dewy cryftal bends, 
And gathering vapour from the heath afcends. 
Shake off this downy reft ; wake, gentle maid, 
Truft not thy charms beneath the noxious {hade. 
Partbenia> rife. 

PARTHENIA. ' , 

« What voice alarms my ear f . 



Away. Approach not. Hay ( Alexis there ( 
Let us together to the vales deftend, 
And to the folds our bleating charge attend ; 
But let me hear no more that fhephercPs name, 
Vex not my quiet with his hateful flame. 



BIO If I 
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DIONE, 

an I behold him gafping on the ground, 
nd feek no healing herb to ftaunch the wound } 
or thee continual fighs confume his heart, 
Vis you alone can core the bleeding (mart, 
tace more I come the moving caufe to plead, 
f ftill his fufTrings cannot intercede, 
r et let my friendfhip do his paffion right, 
Lnd fiiow thy lover in his native light. 

PJ&THENIJ. 

Vhy in dark myft'ry are thy words involved? 
f Lycidas you mean ; know, I'm refolv'd. 

DIONE. 

,et not thy kindling rage my words reftrain. 
Inow then ; Partketda flights no vulgar fwaim 
or thee he bears the fcrip and fylvan crook, 
or thee the glories off a Court forfook. 
if ay not thy heart the wealthy flame decline t 
lis honours, bit poffe&ons, all are thine. 

L 2 FAR- 
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PARTHENIJ. 

If he's a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware ; 
Thofe who mod promife are the lead fincere. 
The quick-ey'd hawk (hoots headlong from abovc^ 
And in his pounces bears the trembling dove ; 
The pilf 'ring wolf o'er-leaps the fold's defence, 
Bat the falfe Courtier preys on innocence. 
If he's a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware ; 
Thofe who mod promife are the leaf* fcicere. 

DIONE. 

Alas ! thou ne'er haft prov'd the fweets of State, 
Nor known that female pleafure, to be great. 
'Tis for the town ripe clutters load the poles, 
And all our Autumn crowns the Courtier's bowles; 
For him our woods the red ey'd pheafant breed, 
And annual coveys in our harveft feed ; 
For him with fruit the bending branch is ftor'd, 
Plenty pours all her bleffings on his board, 
If (when the market to the city calls) 
We chance to pafs befides his palace walls, 
Does not his hall with mufick's voice refound, 
And the floor tremble with the dancer's bound ? 
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Such are the pleafures Lycidas (hall give. 
When thy relenting bofom bids him live. 

PARTBENIA. 
See yoa gay goldfinch hop from fpray to fpray, 
Who fings a farewell to the parting day ; 
At large he flies o'er hill and dale and down i 
Is not each bufh, each fpreading tree his own ? 
And canft thou think he'll quit his native brier, 
For the bright cage o'er-archM with golden wire I 
What then are* honours, pomp and gold to me * 
Are thofe a price to purchafe liberty 1 

DIONE. 
Think, when the Hymeneal torch (hall blaze, 
And on the folemn rites the virgins gaze ; 
When thy fair locks with glitt'ring gems are grac'4 
And the bright zone fhall fparkle round thy wafte, 
How will their hearts with envious forrow pine, 
When Lycidas fhall join his hand to thine ! 

PARTHE NIA. 

And yet, Alexis, all that pomp and ihow 
Are oft' the varnifli of internal woe. 

L j Wfcf* 
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When the chafte lamb is fiom her fillers led, 
And interwoven garlands paint her head ; 
The gazing flock, all envious of her pride, 
Behold her flapping by the Prieftefs' fide ; 
Each hopes the flow'ry wreath with longing eyes i 
While fhe., alas! is led to facrificc ! 
Thus walks the bride in all her ftate array'd, 
The gaze and envy of each thoughtlefs maid. 

DIONE. 

As yet her tongue refifts the tempting fore, 

And guards my panting bofom from defpair. £#*• 

Can thy ftrong foul this noble flame forego ? 

Muft fuch a lover wafte his life in woe ? 

PJRTHENJJ. 

Tell him, his gifts I fcorn ; not all his art, 
Not all his flattery fhail fedoce my heart 
Courtiers, I know, are difciplin'd to cheat, 
Their infant lips are taught to lifp deceit s 
To prey on eafy nymphs they range the (hade, 
And vainly boaft of innocence betray'd ; 
Chafte hearts, unlearn'd in falihood, they aflail, 
And think our ear will drink the grateful tale : 




Na. , 
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No. Lyeidas fhall ne'er my peace deftroy, 
I'll guard ray virtue, and content enjoy. 



a*3 



DIONS. 

So (bong a paffion in my bofom burns, 
Whene'er his foul is griev'd* Alexis mourns t 
Cant thou this importuning ardor blame ? 
Would not thy tongue for friendfhip urge the lame ? 

PARTHEN1A. 

Yes, blooming fwairi. Yon ihow an honeft mind | 

I fee it, with the pureft flame refin'd. 

Who fhall compare love's mean and grofs defiri 

To the chafte zeal of fnendfhip's iacred fire t 

"By whining love our weakneft is confeft ; 

But ftronger friendfhip (hows a virtuous brtafi. 

In Folly's heart the fhort-liv'd blaze may glow, 

Wifdom alone can purer friendfhip know. 

Love is a fudden blaze which ibon decays* 

Friendfhip is like the fun's eternal rays * 

Not daily benefits exhauft the flame, 

It ftill is giving, and {till burns the fame t 

And could Alexis from his foul remove 

All the low images of grofler love * 

L 4 Such 
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Such mild, fuch gentle lodes thy heart declare. 
Fain would my bread thy faithful friendship fhare. 

DIONE. 

How dare you in the different fex confide ? 

And feck a friendftup which you ne'er have try'd I 

PARTHENIJ. 

Yes, I to thee could give up all my heart. 
From thy chafte eye no wanton glances dart ; 
Thy modeft lips convey no thought impure, 
With thee may ftri&eft virtue walk fecure. 

DIONE. 

Yet can I fafely on the nymph depend, 
Whofe unrelenting fcorn can kill my friend ? 

PJRfHE NIJ. 

Accufe me not, who aft a gen'rous part ; 
Had I, like city maids, a fraudful heart, 
Then had his proffers taught my foul to feign, 
Then had I vilely ftoopt to fordid gain, 
Then had I iigh'd for honours, pomp and gold, 
And for unhappy chains my freedom fold. 



D I N E. 

If you would fave him, bid him leave the plain, 
And to his native city turn again ; 
There, {hall his paffion find a ready cure, 
There, not one dame refills the glittering lure* 

DIOKE. 

All this I frequent urg'd, but urg'd in vain; 
Alas ! thou only canft aiTuage his pain f 



225 




SCENE IV. 



DIONE. PARTHENIA. LXCIDAS. 

L.YCIDAS* 

Why days Alexis ? can my bofom bear 

Thus long alternate ftorms of hope and fear ? ' 

Yonder they walk ; no frowns her brow difguife,. 

But love confenting fparkles in her eyes ;. •**•* 

Here will I Men, here, impatient wait. 

Spare me, Partbenia, and refign thy hate* ^AJMe*- 



LS 



PJ&- 
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PJRTHE NIJ. 

When Lyddas fhafl to the Court repair, 

Still let Alexis love his fleecy care ; 

Still let him choofe cool grots and fy Ivan bowers, 

And let Partbenia {hare his peaceful hours. 

LYCIDAS. 

What do I hear ? my friendfliip is betray'd f 

The treacherous rival has fedue'd the maid. [Jfidr, 

PARTHENU. 

With thee, where bearded goats defcend the fteep, 
Or where, like winter's mow, the nibbling fhecp 
Clothe the flope hills : I'll pafs the cheerful day, 
And from thy reed my voice mail catch the lay. 
Sut fee, flill Ev'ning fpreads her dufky wings, 
The flocks, flow-moving from the mifty fprings* 
Now feck their fold. Come, fhepherd, let's away, 
To dofe the lateft labours of the day. 

[Exeunt bond in bund. 



SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

LTCipjS. 

roubled heart what dire difafters rend ? 
rnful miftrefs, and a treach'rous friend ! 
d ye be couzen'd, more than woman can * 
ck your bofom to perfidious man. 
aithful woman have thefe eyes beheld, 
againil her this perjjir'd heart rebell'd : 
>arch as far as earth's wide bounds extend,. 
:e fhall the wretched find one faithful friend ? 



^W-v 




SCEN E VI. 



LrCIDJS. DIONE. 



LTCIDAS. 

darts the fwain ? why torn his eyes away, 
' amidft bis path the viper, lag t 



Di* 
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Did I not to thy charge my heart confide ? 
Did I not trnft thee near Partbenid** fide, 
As here (he flept ? 

DIONE. 

■ « i i She ftraight my call obey'd, 



And downy flumber left the lovely maid ? 
As in the morn awakes the folded rofe, 
And all around her breathing colour throws ; 
JSo wak'd Parthtnia* 



> ■ ■ ■ Could thy guarded heart, 

When her full beauty glow'd, put by the dart ? 
Yet on Alexis let my foul depend. 
9 Tis mod ongen'rous to fufpeft a friend ; 
And thou, I hope, haft well that name profeft. 

DIONE. 

O could thy piercing eye difcern my bread f 
Couldft thou the fecrets of my bofoxn fee. 
There cv'ry thought is filTd with cares for thee I 



LYCl 
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LYCIDJS. 

Is there, againft hypocrify, defence, 

Who clothes her words and looks with innocence I 

[JJiit. 
Say, (hepherd, when you profer'd wealth and date, 
Did not her fcorn and fuppled pride abate ? 

DIO.NE. 

As fparkling diamonds to the feathered train, 
Who fcrape the winnowed chaff in fearch of grain.; 
Such to the (hepherdefs the Court appears : 
Content (he feeks, and fpurns thofe glittering cares* 

LTC1DJS. 

'Tis not in woman grandeur to defpife, 
*Tis not from Courts, from me alone (he flies, 
Did not my paflion fuffer like difgrace, 
While (he believ'd me born of fylvan race ? 
Doft thou not think, this proudeft of her land 
Has to fome rival (wain her heart refign'd ? 

DIONE. 

No rival fhepherd her difdain can move ; ' 

Her frozen bofom is averfe to love. 

irct 
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LTCIDJS. 

Say, art thou Aire, that this ungrateful fair 
Scorns iH alike, bids all alike dcfpair f 

&1QNE. 
How can I knew die fecrets of her heart ? 

LTCIDAS. 

Anfwer fincere, nor' from the queftion dart. 
Say, in her glance was never love confetti 
And is no fwain diflinguifh'd from the reftr:- 

DIONE. 
O Lycidasy bid all thy troubles ceafe ; 
Let not a thought on her difturb thy peace;. 
May jufiace bid thy former paffion wake & 
Think how Dime fufFers for thy fake : 
Let not a broken oath thy honour itain* 
Recall thy vows* and leek the town again. 

LYC1DAS. 

What means AlexUf where's thy fiiendfliip flown I 
Why am I banifh'd to the hateful tpwn I 

Hsdi 
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Hath fome new ftiepherd wanriM Parthenia\ breaft \ 
And does my love his am'rous hours moleft I 
Is it for this thou bkTft me quit the plaia ? 
Yes, yes, thou fondly lov'ft this rival fwain. 
When firft my cheated foul thy friendihip woo'd„ 
To my warm heart I took the vip'rous brood* 
Ofalfe Alexis! 

DIONE. 

» Why am I accusM ^ 



Thy jealous mind is by weak fears abus'd. 

LTCIDAS. 

Was not thy bofom fraught with falfe defign ? 
Didft thou not plead his caufe, and give up mine? ^ 
Let not thy tongue evafive anfwer feek ; 
The confcious crimfon rifes on thy cheek : 
Thy coward confcience, by thy guilt difmay'bV A 
Shakes in each joint, and owns that I'm betray'd. 

DIONE. 
How my poor heart is wrong'd I O fpare thy friend I 



LTC1DAS. 
Seek not detected iaUhood to defend. 



DiaNJL 
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DIONE. 
Beware ; left blind fufpicion rafhly blame. 

LYC1DAS. 

Own thy felf then the rival of my flame. 
If this be (he for whom Alexis pin'd, 
She now no more is to thy vows unkind,. 
Behind the thicket's twilled verdure laid, 
I witnefs'd ev'ry tender thing (he faid ; 
I faw bright pleafure kindle in her eyes, 
Love warm'd each feature at thy fofY replies* 

DIONE. 
Yet hear me fpeafc. 

LYCIDJS. 

■ In vain is all defence. 



Did not thy treach'rous hand conduct her hence I 
Hafte, from my fight, Rage burns in ev'ry vein j. 
Never approach my juft revenge again. 

DIONE. 
O fcar^h my heart ; there injur'd truth thouTt find. 

LYCl 
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LTCIDJS. 

Talk not of Truth ; long fince (he left mankind. 
So finooth a tongue ! and yet fo falfe a heart ! 
Sure Courts firft taught thee fawning friendflup's art f 
No. Thou ait falfe by nature. 

D20NE. 

■ ■ ■ ' Let me clear 



This heavy charge, and prove my truft fincere. 

LTCIDJS. 

Boaft then her favours ; fay, what happy hour 
Next calls to meet her in th' appointed bower 1 
Say when and where you met* 

DIONE. 

Be rage fuppreft. 



In dabbing mine, you wound Par t&enia's breafly 
She faid, fhe flill defy'd Love's keened dart ; 
Yet purer friendfhip might divide her heart, 
Friendihip's fincerer bands ihc wiflTd to prove. 



irci- 
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l r C ID A s. 

A woman's friendfhip ever ends in lave. 

Think not thefe fooKfli tales my faith command > 

Did not I fee thee prefe her (howy hand f 

O may her paflion like thy Friendfhip laft I 

May fhe betray thee ere the day.be paft ! 

Hence then. Away. Thou'rt hateful to toy fight, 

And thus I fpurn the fawning hypocrite. [Ex. Lycid, 




SCENE VIL 



DION*. 

Was ever grief like mine ! O wretched maid f 
My friendfhip wrong'd ! my conflant love betray M! 
Misfortune haunts my fteps were-e'er I go, 
And all my days are overoaft with woo. 
Long have I ftrove th'increafing load to bea*v 
Now faints my foul, and finks into defpair. 
O lead me to the hanging mountain's ©ell, 
la whofe brawn cliffs the fowls of darknefi dwell r 

Where 



DIONS, 
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Where waters, trickling down the rifted wall* 

Shall lull my farrows with the tinkling fall. 

There, feek thy grave. How canft tfiou bear the light, 

When banifh'd ever from Evanderh fight f 




SCENE VIIL 

DIONE. LAURA. 

I AURA 

Why hangs a cloud of grief upon thy brows ? 
Does the proud nymph accept E<oandtr\ vows r 

DIONE. 

Can I bear life with thefe new pangs oppreft f 
Again he tears me from his faithlefs breaft : 
A perjur'd Lover firft he fought thefe plains, 
And now my friendihip like my love diftlains. 
As I new offers to Partbenia made, 
Concealed he flood behind the woodbine (hade. 
He fays, my treacherous tongue his heart betray M, 
That my falfe fpeeches have mifled the maid ; 






WitL 
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With groundlefs fear he thus his fool deceives $ 
What frenzy dictates, jealoufy believes. 

LATJ&A. 

Refign thy crook, put off this manly ve&, 
And let the wrong'd Dions (land confeft ; 
When he fhall learn what farrows thou haft born, 
, And find that naught relents Fatthau*'* fcarn, 
Sure he will pity thee. 

DIONE. 
■ ■ > No, Laura, no* 



Should I, alas ! the fylvan drefs forego, 
Then might he think that I her pride foment,. 
That injur'd love inflrutts me to refent ; 
Our fecret enterprize might fatal prove \ 
Man flies the plague of perfecting love. 

LJVRA. 
Avoid Partbenia ; left his rage grow warm* 
And jealoufy refolve fome fatal harm. 

DIONE. 
O Laura, if thou chance the youth to find, 
Tell him what torments vex my anxious mind ; 

Should 
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Should I once more his awful prefence feek, 
The filent tears would bath my glowing cheek ; 
By rifing fighs my falt'ring voice be ftay'd, 
And trembling fear too foon confefs the maid. 
Hafte, Laura, then ; his vengeful foul affuage, 
Tell him I'm guiltlefs $ cool his blinded rage ; 
Tell him, that truth fincere my friendQiip brought. 
Let him not cherifh one fufpickwis thought. 
Then to convince him, his diftruft was vain, 
111 never, never fee that nymph again. 
This way he went. 

LAURA. 



1 See, at the call of night, 

The flar of ev'ning flieds his filver light 
High o'er yon weftern hill : the cooling gales 
Frefh odours breathe along the winding dales ; 
Far from their home as yet our ftw»pherds ftray, 
To clofe with chearful walk the fultry day, 
Methinks from far I hear the piping fwain ; 
Hark, in the breeze now fwells, now finks the ftrain ; 
Thither 111 feek him. 

DIONS. 



tjS 



DIONS. 



DIOKE. 

While (bit kngth of gUd« 

Shall lead me penfive through the fable (bade * 
Where on the branches murmur rnfhiog winds. 
Grateful as falling flood* to love-tick mind*. 
O may this path to Death's dark vale defcend 1 
There only can the wretched hope a friend. 

[ Exttat fevirafy. 
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ACT V, S C E N'E I. 



DIONE. CLEANrHE$,(-wh, tm 
in a difiant fart of the fiagc.) 




DlONE. 

H E Moon Serene now climb] th'aeral way} 
See, at her fight ten thoufand flan decay: 
Wkh trembling gleam (he tips the filent 
grove. 

While all beneath the cheqaer'd fliadows move. 
T— n back thy filver axles, downward roll, 
Darknefs beft fits the horrors of my foul. 
Rife, rife, ye clouds ; the face of heav'n deform, 
Veil the bright Goddefs in a fable Aom : 
O look not down upon a wretched maid 1 
Let thy bright torch the happy lover aid, 
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And light his wand'ring footfteps to the bower. 
Where the kind nymph attends th' appointed hour. 
Yet thou haft feen unhappy love, like mine ; 
Did not thy lamp in Heav'ns blue forehead mine, 
When Tbiibe fought her Love along the glade ? 
Didft thou not then behold the gleaming blade, 
And gild the fatal point that ftabb'd her breaft ? 
Soon I, like her, fhall feek the realms of reft. 
Let groves of mournful yew a wretch furround I 
O (both my ear with melancholy found ! 
The village curs now ftretch their yelling throat, 
And dogs from diftant cots return the note ; 
The rav'nous wolf along the valley prowls, 
And with his famifh'd cries the mountain howls, 
But hark ! what fudden noife advances near ? 
Repeated groans alarm my frighted ear f 

CL EANTHES. 
Shepherd, approach ; ah f fly not through the glade, 
A wretch all dy'd with wounds invokes thy aid. 

DIONE. 

Say then, unhappy Granger, how you bled ? 

Collect thy fpirits, raife thy drooping head. 

[Clcanthes raifts himfdf m bit an 

( 



DIONS. txt 



O horrid fight ! Cleantbes gafping lies ; 

And death's black fhadowsf- float before his eye^ 

Unknown in this difguife, Til check my woe, 

And learn what bloody hand has ftruck the blow. [/$£<& 

Say, youth, ere Fate thy feeble voice confounds, 

What led thee hither ? whence thefe purple wounds f 

CLE A NT HE S. 

Stay, fleeting life ; may ftrength a while prevail* 
Left my clos'd lips confine th'irrperfett tale. 
Ere the ftreak'd Eaft grew warm with amber ray> 
I from the city took my doubtful way, 
Far o'er the plains I fought a beauteous maid, 
Who from the Court in thefe wide forefts ftray'd. 
Wanders unknown ; as I, with weary pain, 
Try'd ev'ry path, and op'ning glade in vain ; 
A band of thieves, forth ruining from the wood, 

Uniheath'd their daggers warm with daily blood ; 

Deep in my bread the barb'rous fteel is dy'd, 

And purple hands the golden prey divide. 

Hence are thefe mangling wounds. Say, gentle fwain* 

If thou haft, known among the fylvah train 

The vagrant nymph I &ek * 

•▼•i* II. M DIONS, 
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DIONE. 
- What mov'd thy care, 



Thus, in thefe pathlefs wilds to fearch the fair ? 

CLEANTHBS. 

I charge you, O ye daughters of the grove, 
Ye Naiads, who the mofly fountains love, 
Ye happy fwains, who range the paftures widcv 
Ye tender nymphs, who feed your flocks befide; 
If my laft gafping breath can pity move, 
If e'er ye knew the pangs of flighted love, 

m 

Show her I charge you, where Cleanthet dy'd, 
The grafs yet reeking with the fanguine tide. 
A father's power to me the virgin gave, 
But (he difdain'd to live a nuptial flave ; 
So fled her native home. 

DIONE. 
* *Tis then from thee 



Springs the foul fource of all her mifery. 
Could'tf thou, tby felfifh appetite to pleafe, 
Condemn to endlefi woes another's peace ? 






» i 
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CLEJNTHES. 

O fpare me ; nor my haplefs love upbraid, 
While on my heart Death's frozen hand is laid I 
Go feek her, guide her where Cleantbts bled ; 
When (he furveys Jier lover pale and dead, 
Tell her, that fince (he fled my hateful fight, 
Without remorfe I fought the realms of night. 
Methinks I fee her view thefe poor remains, 
And on her cheek indecent gladnefs reigns ! 
Full in her prefence cold Cleanthes lies, 
And not one tear (lands trembling in her eyes ! 
O let a figh my haplefs fate deplore ! 
Cleanthes now controuls thy love no more. 

DIONE. 
How (hall my lids confine thefe rifing woes r [Jfide. 

CLEJNTHES. 

O might I fee her, ere Death's finger dofe 

Thefe eyes for ever ! might her foften'd bread 

Forgive my love with too much ardor preft ! 

,Then I with peace could yield my lateft breath. m . . • 



.» . 
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D10NE. 

Shall I not calm the fable hour of death, 

And (how my felf before him ! — Hah I he dies. 

See from his trembling lip the fpiric flies ! [JjUt. 

Stay yet a-while. Dime (lands confeft. 

He knows me not. He faints, he finks to reft. 

CLEJN1HES. 

Tell her, fince all my hopes in her were loft, 

That death was welcome [Dia* 

DIONE. 

What fudden gufts of grief my bofom rend ? 
A parent's curfes o'er my head impend 
For difob'edient vows ; O wretched maid, 
Thofe very vows Evander hath betrayM. 
See, at thy feet Cleantbes bath'd in blood ! 
For love of thee he trod this lonely wood j 
Thou art the cruel authrefs of his fate ! 
He falls by thine, thou by E'vanderh hate. 
When (hall my foul know reft? Ckantbes flain, 
No longer fighs and weeps for thy difdain. 

* 

Ttoi 

4 
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Hi 



Thou ftill art curft with love. Bleed, virgin, bleed. 
How (hall a wretch from anxious life be freed ! 
My troubled brain with fudden frenzy burns, 
And fhatter'd thought now this now that way turns* 
What do I fee thus glittering on the plains ? 
Hah ! the dread fword yet warm with crimfon (tains f 

[Takes up the dagger* 




S C E N E II. 

DIONE. PJRTHENIJ. 

PARTHEN1J. 
Sweet is the walk when night has coord the hour. 
This path directs me to my fylvan bower. \Jfid** 

DIONE. 

Why is my foul with fudden fear difmay'd ? 

Why drops my trembling hand the pointed blade I 

O firing my arm with force ! \4fidel 

i 

PARTHENIJ. 
■ Methought a noife 



Broke through the filent air, like human voice. [JJM*. 



*4* DIONE. 

DIONE. 

One well-aim'd blow (ball all my pangs remove, 
Grafp firm the fatal ftetl, and ceafe to love. [JJM. 

PJRTHENIJ. 

$urc 'twas Alexis, Hah ! a fword difplay'd f 

The dreaming luftre dam a-crofc the (hade. [4JM. 

DIONE. 

Way Heav'n new vigour to my foul impart, 

And guide the defp'rate weapon to my heart ! [Afik. 

PARTHE N IJ. 

May I the meditated death arreft ! [Holds Dione'j W. 
Strike not rafh fhepherd ; fpare thy guiltleis breaft. 
O give me ftrength to (by the threatened harm. 
And wrench the dagger from his lifted arm ! 

DIONE. 

What cruel hand with holds the welcome blow ? 
In giving life, you but prolong my woe. 
O may not thus th'expe&ed ftrote impend ! 
Unloofe thy grafp, and let fwift Death defbeod. 

I* 



I 
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Bat if yon murder thy red hands hath dy'd ; 
Here. Pierce me deep ; let forth the vital tide. 

[Dione quits the daggtr. 

PARTHENIA. 
Wait not thy fate ; but this way turn thy eyes ; 
My virgin hand no purple murder dies. 
Torn then, Alexis ; and Parthenia know, 
K 'Tis flie protects thee from the fatal blow. 



DIONE. 

Mull the night-watches by my fighs be told ? 
And mud thefe eyes another morn behold 
Through dazling floods of tears ? ungenerous 
The friendly ftroke is by thy hand delay'd ; 
Call it not mercy to prolong my breath ; 
'Tis but to torture me with lingring death. 



PARTHENIA. 

What moves thy hand to ad this bloody part ? 

Whence are thefe gnawing pangs that tear thy heart? 

Is that thy friend who lies before thee flain ? 

Is it his wound that reeks upon the plain ? 

WtLjcidtsf 

M4 DIONE. 
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DIONS. 

No. I the ftranger found, 



pm 



Ere chilly death his frozen tongue had bound. 

He faid ; as at the rofy dawn of day, 

He from the city took hit vagrant way, 

A murd'ring band pour'd on him from the wood, 

Firft feiz'd his gold, then bath'd their fwords in blood* 

PJRTHENIJ. 
You, whofe ambition labours to Be great, 
Think on the perils -which on richer wait. • 

Safe are the fliephci d's paths ; when fober Etch 
Streaks with pale light the bending arch of heaven, 
From danger free, through defeits wild he hies, 
The rifing fmoke far o'er the mountain fpka, 
Which marks his diilant cottage ; on he farts, 
For him no murd'rers lay their nightly fnares ; 
They pafs him by, they turn their fteps away ; 
Safe Poverty was ne'er the villain's prey. 
At home* he lies fecure in eafy fleep, 
No bars his ivy-mantled cottage keep ; 
No thieves in dreams the fancy'd dagger hold, 
And drag him to detect the buried gold ; 

M 
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Nor darts he from his coach aghaft and pale, 
When the door murmurs with the hollow gale. 
Whilft he, whofe iron coffers ruft with wealth, 
Harbours beneath his roof Deceit and Stealth ; 
Treach'ry with lurking pace frequents his walks, 
And clofe behind him horrid murder (talks. 
'Tis tempting lucre makes the villain bold, 
There lies a bleeding* facrifice to gold. 

DIONE. 

To live is but to wake to daily cares, ^ 

And journey through a tedious vale of tears. 
Pad you not runYd between, my life had flown ; : ' 
And I, like him, no more had forrow known. 

PARTHEN1A. 
When anguifh in the gloomy bofom dwellt, ' • ' - 
The counfel of a friend the cloud difptls.. '.»■'» 

Give thy breaft vent, the fecret grief impart, 
And fay what woe lies heavy at thy heart. 
To fave thy lift kind Heav'n has.fuccour Coat* 
The Gods by me thy threaten'd fktc prevent* 

M 5 D 10 XX. 
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DIONE. 

No. To prevent it, is beyond thy power ; 

Thou only canft defer die welcome hour. 

When you the lifted dagger turn'd afide, 

Only one road to death thy force deny'd ; 

Still fate is in my reach. From mountains high, 

Deep in whofe fhadow craggy rains lie, 

Can I not headlong fling this weight of woe. 

And dafh out life againft the flints below ? 

Are there not ftreams, and lakes and rivers wide, 

Where my laft breath may bubble on the tide r 

No. Life fhall never flatter me again, 

Nor fhall to morrow bring new (ighs and pain. 

PJRTHBNIJ. 
Can I this burden of thy foul relieve, 
And calm thy grief? 



DIONE. 

If thou wilt comfort give ; 



Flight me thy word, and to that word be juft ; 
When poor Alexis (hall be laid in duft, 
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That pride no longer (hall command thy mind, 
That thou wilt fpare the friend I leave behind. 
I know his virtue worthy of thy breaft. 
Long in thy love may Lyddas be bleft ( 

PARTHENIJ. 

That fwain (who would my liberty controul 
To pleafe fome fhort-liv'd tranfport of his foul) 
Shows, while his importuning flame he moves, 
That 'tis not me, himfelf alone he loves. 
O live, nor leave him by misfortunes preft ; 
'Tis fhameful to defert a friend diftreft, 

DIONE. 

Alas f a wretch like me no lofs would prove, 
Would kind Parthcnta liltcn to his love. 

PJR7HEN1J. 

Why hides thy bofom this? myfterious grief? 
Eafe thy o'erburden'd heart, and hope relief. 

DIONE. 

What profits it to touch thy tender breaft, 

With wrongs, like mine, which ne'er can be redreft I 

Let 
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Let in my heart the fatal fecret dye, 
Nor call up forrow in another's eye f 




S C EN E III. 

DIONE. PARTHENIA. LTCIDJS. 

LrCIDJS. 

If Laura right direlfc the darkfom ways, 

Along thefe paths the penfive fhepherd (trays. [JJMe. 

DIONE. 

Let not a tear for me roll down thy cheek. 

O would my throbbing fighs my heart-ftrings break f 

Why was my bread the lifted Stroke deny'd ? 

Mud then again the deathful deed be try'd ? 

Yes. 'Tis refolv'd. [Snatches tbt dagg*r/hm Pkrtheait. 

PARTHENIJ. 
, >■ ■ ■ Ah, hold; forbear, focbearl 



LTCIDJS. 
"Methought Diftreb with fhricks akrmM my ctr. 



PAZ 
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PJRTHENIA 
Strike not. Ye Gods, defend him from the wound. 

LrCIDJS. 
Yes. 'Tis Partbenia's voice. I know the found. 
Some fylvan ravifher would force the maid, 
And Laura {tnt me to her virtue's aid. 
Die, villain, die ; and feek the ihades below. 

[Lytidas fnatcbes the dagger from Dkmo> 
and fiabs her. m " 

DIONE. 
Whoe'er thou art, I blefs thee for the blow. 

LrCIDJS. 

Since Heav'n ordain'd this arm thy life mould guard* 
O hear my vows ! be love the juft reward* 

PJRTHENIJ. 

Rather let vengeance, with her fwifteft fpeed 

Overtake thy flight, and recompgnfe the deed ( 

Why flays the thunder in the upper iky ? 

Gather, ye clouds ; ye forky lightnings, fly ; 

Oa 
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On thee may all the wrath of Heav'n defcend, 
Whofe barbVous hand hath (lain a faithful friend. 
Behold Alexis ! 



LTCIDAS. 

- Would that treach'rous boy 



■»-•« 



Have forc'd thy virtue to his brutal joy ? 
What rous'd his paffion to this bold advance ? 
Did e'er thy eyes confefs one willing glance t 
I know, the fakhlefs youth his truft betray'd | 
And well the dagger hath my wrongs repay 'd. 

DIONS, iraifing btrftlf on hit an 

Breaks npt E<vander\ voice along the glade ? 
Hah ! is it he who holds the reeking blade f 
There needed not or poifon, fword or dart s 
Thy faithlefs vows, alas ! had broke my heart. [Afi& 

PJRTHENIJ. 

O tremble fhepherd, for thy ralh offence, 
The fword is dy'd with murder'd innocence f 
His gende foul no brutal paffion feis'd, 
Nor at my bofom was the dagger rais'd ; 
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Self-murder was his aim ; the youth I found 
Whelm'd in defpair, and ftay'd the felling wound. 

DJONE. 

Into what mifchiefs is the lover led, 

Who calls down vengeance on his perjur'd head f 

O may he ne'er bewail this defp'rate deed, 

And may, unknown, unwept, Diane bleed \ [Afidt. 

LrCIDJS. 

What horrors on the guilty mind attend ! 
His conference had reveng'd an injur'd friend, 
Hadft thou not held the ftroke. In death he fought 
To lofe the heart-confuming pain of thought. 
Did not the fmooth-tongu'd boy perfidious prove. 
Plead his own paffion, and betray my love r 

DIONE. 

O let him ne'er this bleeding vi&im know ; 
Left his rafh tranfporr, to revenge the blow, 
Should in his dearer heart the dagger ftaln I 
That wound would pierce my foul with double pain. 

[JfiA. 

PJX- 
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* 

PARTHE NIJ. 

How did his faithful lips (now pale and cold) 
With moving eloquence thy griefs unfold ! 

LTCIDAS. 

Was he thus faithful ? thus, to friendfhip true ? 
Then I'm a wretch. All peace of mind, adieu I 
If ebbing life yet beat within thy vein, , 
Alexis, fpeak ; unclofe thofe lids again. 

[Flings himftlf on the grumd nusr Dkffie. 
See at thy feet the barb'rous villain kneel ? 
*Tis Lycidas who grafps the bloody fteel, 
Thy once lov'd friend. ■ Yet ere I ceafe to live* 
Canft thou a wretched penitent forgive ? 

DIONE. 

When low beneath the fable mold I reft, 

May a fincerer friendfhip (hare thy bread ? 

Why are thofe heaving groans ? (ah ! ceafe to weep !) 

May my loft name in dark oblivion deep ; 

Let this fad tale no fpeaking ftone declare, 

From future eyes to draw a pitying tear. 

Let 
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Let o'er my grave the lev'ling plough-fhare pafi, 
Mark not the fpot ; forget that e'er J was. 
Then may 'ft thou with Partbenia's love be bleft, 
And not one thought on me thy joys moleft ! 
My fwimming eyes arc overpower'd with light, 
And darkning fliadows fleet before my fight, 
Mayft thou be happy ? ah ! my foul is fret. 
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LTCIDAS. 

O cruel fliepherdefs for love of thee 
This fatal deed was done. 



[TV Parthenia. 




SCENE the Lajl. 

LTCIDAS: PARTHENIA. LAVRjf. 



LAURJ. 



Alexis flain ! 



irCIDAS. 
Ye*. Twas I did it. See this crinfon fain ! 



My 
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My kands with blood of innocence are dyVL 
O may the Moon her filvcr beauty hide 
In rolling clouds ! my foul abhors the light ; 
Shade,' flude the murd'rer in eternal night ! 

LAURA. 

No rival fhepherd is before thee laid t 
There bled the chafteft, the fincereft maid 
That ever figh*d for love. On her pale face, 
Cannot thy weeping eyes the feature trace 
Of thy once dear Diane ? with wan care 
Sunk are thofe eyes, and livid with defpair ! 



LTCIDAS. 



Dione ! 



LAURA. 
•There pure conftancy lies dead I 



LTCIDAS. 

May Heav'n fhower vengeance on this perjur'd hea 
As the dry branch that withers on the ground, 
So, blafted be the hand that gave the wound I 
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hold me not. This heart deferves the ftroke ; 
black with treach'ry. Yes : the Vows are broke 

[Stabs bimfelf. 
:h I To often fwore. Vain world, adieu ! 
jgh I was falfe in life, in death I'm true. [Diet. 

LAURA. 

* 

norrow (hall the funeral rites be paid, 
thefe Love vi&ims in one grave be laid. 

PARTHENIA. 

re (hall the yew her fable branches fpread, 
mournful cyprefs rear her fringed head. 

LAURA. 

n thence (hall thyme and myrtle fend perfume, 
laurel evergreen o'erihade the tomb. 

PARTHENIA. 

le, Laura ; let us leave this horrid wood, 
ere frreams the purple grafs with lovers blood ; 
le to my bower; And as we forrowing go, 
poor Dior's flory feed or/ woe 



*6o D I O N E. 

With heart fettering tears. ■■ ■ ■ 



LAURA. [Pointing to Dior' 
— Unhappy maid, 



Hadft thou a Parent's juft command obey'd, 

Thou yet hadft liv'd. But who (hall Lore advife \ 

Love fcorns command, and breaks all other tyes. 
Henceforth, ye fwains, be true to vows profeft ; 
For certain vengeance ftrikes the petjur'd breaft 



FINIS. 
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